PLAYS   FOR   SCHOOLS 


PLAYS  FOR  SCHOOLS 


BY 


G.    H.    ALINGTON 


V* 


•9 


LONDON 
G.  BELL  AND  SONS,  LTD. 

1914 


LIST  OF  CONTENTS 

PAGE 

ALEXANDER    THE   GREAT:    IN   TWO   ACTS  9 

QUEEN    BRIDGET    AND    THE    DRAGON  :     A    FANTASY    IN 

TWO   ACTS  -         51 

THE    MAGIC   CIGAR        -  .  -         77 


LIST  OF  ILLUSTRATIONS 

FACING 
PAGE 

ALEXANDER   THE  GREAT  Frontispiece 

FIREFLIES  IN  RED  AND  GOLD  (ALEXANDER  THE  GREAT)  19 

QUEEN    BRIDGET   AND   THE   DRAGON     -                                  -  57 

THE   MAGIC   CIGAR  :     A   REHEARSAL      -                 -                 -s  92 


ALEXANDER   THE    GREAT 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS 

ALEXANDER  THE  GREAT  (King  of  Macedon),  the  hero. 

ARISTOTLE,  a  Greek  philosopher,  his  tutor. 

BALBUS,  a  Roman,  Court  architect. 

BUCKELEPHAS,  Alexander's  Charger. 

R  ox  ANA,  daughter  to  Balbus. 

GENERAL  SINAPI,  Alexander's  peppery  Generalissimo. 

BAREIA,  Lady  of  the  Bedchamber,  etc. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM,  an  Indian  chief. 

ONE  LEG  ^  . 

OFF  SIDE  }*«  *••*"«••«*• 

FLICKER,  a  sprite:  the  Spirit  of  the  Flame. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI,  Indian  spy,  a  clever  groom  and  athlete. 

Macedonian  and  Indian  soldiers,  fireflies,  Macedonian 
maidens,  etc. 

ACT  I. 
Alexander's  rock-hewn  palace  at  Susa. 

ACT  II. 
War  against  the  Indians:  a  glade — the  enemy's  camp. 


Produced  at  Summer  Fields,  Oxford,  1913. 


ALEXANDER   THE   GREAT 


ACT  I 

ALEXANDER'S  palace  hewn  out  of  the  rock,  rocky  wings. 
R.  front  a  trap  covered  by  furze-bush,  throne  L.  of 
quaint  design,  rugs  lying  about.  Huge  bronze  pillars 
and  brown  tapestry  curtains  at  present  veil  the  rocky 
background  ;  entries  R.  and  L.  3,  also  R.  and  L.  2  and 
R.  i  at  front  of  stage.  Opening  music  ("  Passing  of 
Salome  ")  as  curtain  ascends  ;  on  stage  ARISTOTLE, 
BAREIA  (R.),  two  Girls,  and  BALBUS  L.  ;  stage 
darkish.  They  look  off  during  music  for  signs  of  the 
returning  army.  At  end  of  music  : 

BAREIA.  No  signs  as  yet,  little  Balbus.          (Down  c.) 

BALBUS  (R.  c.).  Little  Balbus,  forsooth  !  You  pre- 
sume on  your  position  as  Lady  of  the  Bedchamber 
and  Curator  of  the  Soapdish.  Remember  that  the 
Court  architect  takes  precedence  of  you.  (Girls  giggle.) 

ARISTOTLE  (L.C.).  Enough  of  this  quibbling,  children. 
Is  all  right  in  your  departments  for  the  Emperor's 
return  ? 

BAREIA.  Yes;  everything  is  spick  and  span,  Dr. 
Aristotle.  The  beds  are  nicely  aired  and  the  brushes 
washed.  My  two  girls  are  gluttons  for  work. 

(They  curtsy.) 

ARISTOTLE.  That's  right,  mes  enfants. 

BALBUS.  I  have  some  very  excellent  designs  to  show 
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him  on  his  return:  a  wall — a  lovely  brick  wall — as 
a  trophy  of  the  victory  over  Porus. 

BAREIA.  Poor  us  !  still  on  his  old  walls. 

ARISTOTLE.  I  am  glad  my  pupil  has  distinguished 
himself:  a  worthy  reward  for  his  kind  tutor.  If  only  he 
was  as  good  at  grammar  as  at  fighting,  he  would  be  in- 
vincible. 

BAREIA.  The  only  thing  that  puzzles  me  is  that  he 
has  never  fallen  in  love.  (Coyly)  Now,  you  would  think 
that  with  such  lovely  ladies  about  as — as — well — me. 

BALBUS.  My  dear  and  venerable  hag,  put  these 
thoughts  out  of  your  old  head.  I  have  a  lovely 
daughter,  Roxana  by  name.  If  he  but  see  her,  he  will 
love  her  at  once.  You  should  see  her  dance — such  sylph- 
like  grace.  None  of  your  tangos  and  going  off  at 
tangents.  She  is  Motion  personified. 

ARISTOTLE.  You  should  present  her  to  Aleck  in  Court. 

BALBUS.  Aleck  !    That's  cheek  ! 

BAREIA.  I  never  heard  such  presumption. 

ARISTOTLE.  My  dear  lady,  my  pupil  and  I  are  very 
intimate.  I  hope  to  get  amo  into  his  head  by  the  end 
of  the  week ;  but  he  has  had  leave  off  preparation  for 
a  week  for  this  campaign,  and  I  can't  get  any  work  done. 
Still,  he  is  a  thorough  trier.  He  had  the  misfortune  of 
being  born  on  the  Kalends  of  April,  which  is  a  handicap. 
We  resume  our  work  to-day  on  the  lawn  which  Philip 
gave  us.  After  lessons,  tea  on  the  lawn. 

BAREIA.  Oh,  stop  this  gassing  old  pedagogue ! 

BALBUS.  About  this  concert. 

ARISTOTLE.  Proceed,  my  dear  comrade.  State  your 
thoughts  succinctly. 

BALBUS.  Leave  it  to  me.  I  did  a  lot  of  acting  in  the 
Rome  Dramatic  Club.  My  little  Roxana  will  sing. 
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(Aside)  Alexander  shall  see  her,  and  we  will  note  what 
follows  on  their  first  meeting. 

ARISTOTLE.  This  old  lady  is  friendly — she  might 
make  me  a  good  wife.  Very  hot  to-day. 

BAREIA  (coyly).  Oh,  very,  for  the  time  of  year. 

ARISTOTLE.  Will  you  come  and  have  an  ice  with  me 
one  day  ? 

BAREIA.  How  scrumptious  !  We  are  getting  on  very 
well.  (Shouts  of  "  The  King  /")  Why,  that  must  be 
the  army  returning. 

(They  rush  to  back  to  look  off.    FLICKER  and  Sprites 
yell,  "The  King!") 

FLICKER  (appearing  through  furze-bush).  Welcome 
my  home. 

BALBUS.  I  can't  see  anything. 

BAREIA.  Blind  old  bat !     (Looks.)    Nor  can  I. 

FLICKER.  Here  they  are !  Long  live  Alexander  I 
(Aside)  Ha,  ha  ! 

ARISTOTLE.  I  cannot  make  it  out.  I  thought  the 
sound  came  from  this  very  room. 

FLICKER.  It  does.  I  am  invisible.  I'll  burn  this  old 
lady — I — the  spirit  of  flame. 

BAREIA.  I  think  it's  ghosts. 

(FLICKER  leaps  at  her  and  touches  her.    She  yells.) 

BAREIA.  Oh,  I  am  on  fire.     Help  ! 

FLICKER.  He,  he  !  ha,  ha  !    Don't  aggravate  Flicker  ! 
(BAREIA  faints  into  ARISTOTLE'S  arms.    BALBUS 
bolts  off  L.  2.) 

ARISTOTLE.  Come  to  my  arms,  my  fainting  heroine. 
You  are  ill.  These  are  but  phantoms  of  the  brain. 

FLICKER.  Oh,  are  they  so  ?     (Touches  him  ;  he  groans.) 

ARISTOTLE.  Oh,  my  gouty  foot ! 

BAREIA.  Did  you  not  hear  a  voice  ? 
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ARISTOTLE.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  deny  it.    This  place 

is  full  of  strange  noises  and  queer  shapes.     I  wish  Aleck 

would  leave  Susa.    Fear  nothing;  you  are  in  my  arms. 

(Sits  on  edge  of  throne  and  fans  her.} 

FLICKER.  This  old  dame  I  love  to  fright — 
Be  it  day  or  be  it  night ; 
For  in  the  royal  chambers  she 
Will  not  allow  a  fire  to  be. 
Therefore  I'll  plague  her  all  I  can, 
Because  on  flame  she  puts  a  ban. 
The  time  for  vengeance  now  is  ripe, 
I'll  hide  me  in  her  old  clay  pipe  ! 
And  when  tobacco  sweet  she  blows 
I'll  spring  out  then — and  scorch  her  nose. 

[Exits  with  a  laugh  and  grimace  through  curtain  R. 

BAREIA.  I  feel  better  now.    The  shadow  has  passed. 

Thank  you,  kind  man 

ARISTOTLE.  Affection  is  the  affliction  of  the  aged. 

BALBUS  (appears  L.  2).  Hullo,  hullo  ! 

BAREIA.  What  a  sweet  thought ! 

BALBUS.  Half-time,  there  ! 

ARISTOTLE.  Where  have  you  sprung  from  ? 

(BALBUS  R.,  BAREIA  c.,  ARISTOTLE  L.) 

BALBUS.  Merely  had  a  stroll,  and  I  heard  the  distant 

sound  of  drums  and  the  twinkling  of  many  lights.     I 

should  not  say  anything  of  what  you  heard.     Youth  is 

always  ribald,  you  know. 

(They  rush  up  to  back.    Band  heard  in  distance 

coming  nearer.) 

ARISTOTLE.  Yes,  that  is  the  melody  they  practised 
every  evening  before  the  campaign.  [Girls  wave  off. 

BAREIA.  I  see  the  torches  of  the  vanguard.     Here 
they  come  ! 

(Music  bursts  into  "  Alexander's  Rag-time  Band.") 
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CHORUS  OF  SOLDIERS  ("  Alexander's  Rag-time  Band  ") 
as  the  men  enter. 

We  are  the  men, 

We  are  the  men 
Of  Alexander's  rag- time  host. 

We  rule  the  world, 

We  rule  the  world, 
Tis  our  leader's  proudest  boast. 

In  war's  alarms 
We  are  ready  with  our  arms 
When  the  trumpets  ring 

We  will  rally  round  our  king ; 
None  dare  resist  great  Alexander. 

We  are  the  men, 

We  are  the  men 
Of  Alexander's  rag-time  host. 

We  rule  the  world, 

We  rule  the  world, 
'Tis  our  leader's  proudest  boast. 
That  is  why  we  join  our  manly  voices  loud  to  sing, 

What  wind  may  blow, 

Come  weal  or  woe, 
Alexander  is  our  King  ! 

(Macedonian  soldiers  in  silver  armour  and  cloaks  march 
in  c.  through  pillars  ;  the  girls  draw  c.  curtain — march 
down  c.  singing,  and  form  up  facing  front.  General 
enters  after  and  goes  R.  BALBUS  and  BAREIA  are  R. 
of  him;  girls  and  ARISTOTLE  down  L.  At  end  of 
song  enter  ALEXANDER  in  helmet  and  armour  on  his 
elephant  Buckelephas.  HOBBSITCHSINGHI,  the  Indian 
captive,  a  dark  villainous  fellow,  is  tied  to  the  ele- 
hant's  tail.  At  end  of  song,  cheers.) 

ARISTOTLE.  Salve,  Imperator  ! 

ALEXANDER.  Enough  of  lip- salve.     Welcome  home, 
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my  gallant  men  !  Stand  at  ease  !  You  have  acquitted 
yourselves  nobly.  In  fighting,  you  have  shown  your- 
selves worthy  of  your  Emperor.  (Crackly  laugh  from 
FLICKER,  who  appears  over  bush.)  Who  smiled  ?  Woa, 
Buckelephas  !  Steady,  boy  !  Your  General  has  proved 
his  knowledge  of  tactics  beyond  doubt. 
GENERAL.  Hear,  hear  ! 

ALEXANDER.  And  you,  my  men,  have  obeyed  his 
orders  with  unflinching  bravery.  Woa !  stand  still, 
you  brute  !  (FLICKER  stings  Buckelephas,  who  springs 
about.)  What  is  it  ? 

GENERAL.  Some  tsetse-fly  has  stung  him. 
BAREIA.  Is  there  a  vet.  here  ? 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Pardon,  great  lord  !  I  have  some 
knowledge  of  animal  diseases. 

ALEXANDER.  Help  me  to  dismount.  (Does  so  by 
steps  and  goes  to  throne.)  Now  you  may  try. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Come  along,  then,  brave  little 
beastie  !  (The  elephant  dashes  off  and  scatters  crowd  R.) 
Steady !  I  won't  hurt  you.  There,  something  has 
burned  his  hind-leg.  Put  this  on  the  spot  before  meals. 
Now  you  are  all  right. 

ALEXANDER.  My  men,  you  are  all  promoted  to 
Lieutenant. 

MEN  (saluting).  Many  thanks,  Sire. 
ALEXANDER.  Dismiss  and  mingle  with  the  Court. 
(Soldiers  group  about.  Three  or  four  cross  R.  to  BAREIA  ; 
others  go  L.  to  the  girls.  ARISTOTLE  crosses  down  R.  of 
throne.)  You,  my  man,  have  earned  our  favour;  you 
are  appointed  Master  of  the  Garage  and  Silver  Sparking- 
Plug-in- Waiting.  My  faithful  charger  is  in  your  care. 
See  to  it  that  he  is  always  in  the  pink  of  condition.  I 
may  wish  to  enter  him  for  the  Macedonian  Derby. 
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HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  For  your  clemency  I  thank  you. 
(Aside)  He  little  knows  that  I  was  captured  on  purpose 
to  spy  on  him.  My  King,  Big  Little  Sum,  entrusted 
me  with  the  mission,  and  between  us  we  will  bring  this 
mighty  empire  to  the  dust. 

ALEXANDER.  Take  the  charger  and  give  him  his 
lunch:  2s.  6d.  d  la  carte.  (Exit  HOBBSITCHSINGHI  and 
the  elephant  R.  i.)  Well,  we  have  had  an  excellent 
campaign,  Arri. 

ARISTOTLE.  Sire,  is  Arri  right  before  all  these  people  ? 

ALEXANDER.  Cheer  up  !  we  defeated  the  Boy  Scouts 
of  Poms  with  some  ease.  Sinapi  here  led  the  right 
wing — a  gallant  charge  in  the  back.  I  led  the  centre 
forward  and  defeated  the  auxiliary  force  under  Dr.  Lunn. 
But  you  must  keep  fit,  my  men.  We  may  have  to  march 
against  Big  Little  Sum,  so  have  your  daily  exercise  and 
bathe.  Class  III.  to-day. 

MEN.  We  go,  Sire. 

GENERAL.  With  your  leave,  Sire,  I'll  drop  in  at  my 
club  for  a  game  of  bridge  with  my  cronies.  Come  along, 
men. 

[Exeunt  GENERAL  and  soldiers  and  girls  R.  2 
and  L.  2. 

ALEXANDER.  Ah !  here  comes  our  Master  of  the 
Garage. 

Re-enter  HOBBSITCHSINGHI. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  The  charger  is  taking  a  siesta 
after  his  lunch.  He  is  quite  fit  again,  and  no  more 
bulletins  will  be  issued.  I  put  a  bandage  on  his  leg-stump. 

ARISTOTLE.  A  very  capable  man,  sire. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Thanks,  old  greybeard. 

ALEXANDER.  Now,  no  quarrels.  This  is  my  tutor 
and  familiar  spirit. 
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ARISTOTLE.  That  reminds  me:  it's  time  for  our  lesson 
on  the  acroamatic  science. 

ALEXANDER.  Oh  no,  sir,  no.  Let  me  hear  the  news 
of  our  Court. 

ARISTOTLE.  Oh,  very  well.  Our  lawn,  where  we 
study,  has  been  cut  and  marked  out.  Bareia  here 
wanted  to  use  it  as  a  croquet-court,  but  I  would  not 
permit  it.  The  books  we  ordered — Livy  and  Collis — 
have  arrived. 

ALEXANDER.  Good  !  I  am  longing  to  start  them ; 
and  you,  Balbus  ? 

BALBUS.  I  have  designs  for  a  very  original  building. 

ALEXANDER.  What  kind  of  building  ? 

BALBUS.  A  lovely  wall  (groans)  to  surround  your 
lawn. 

ALEXANDER.  You  seem  fond  of  walls.  You  must 
live  in  a  dream  of  mortar  and  brick — a  house  of  mortar- 
boards. (Gentle  laughter.)  Thank  you  for  your  laughter . 
And  you,  Bareia  ? 

BAREIA.  All  is  ready  in  the  regal  compartment. 
The  butcher's  bill  was  rather  high  last  week;  your 
architect  eats  so  much. 

ALEXANDER.  Oh,  Balbus !  You  must  curb  your 
appetite. 

BALBUS.  Your  Majesty,  with  your  sanction,  I  have 
arranged  a  concert  to  celebrate  your  return. 

ALEXANDER.  Excellent !  We'll  have  it  to-day.  There 
is  your  stage;  that  can  be  your  entrance.  Go,  collect 
your  actors;  but  if  they  do  not  know  their  parts,  or  make 
a  false  concord,  their  heads  are  forfeit. 

BALBUS.  I  go.  (Aside)  Good !  he  shall  see  my  little 
Roxana,  and  will  fall  in  love  with  her,  and  my  future 
is  assured.  [Exit  R.  2. 
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ALEXANDER.  I  must  take  my  daily  bathe  and  exer- 
cise. 

ARISTOTLE.  What  about  the  grammar  ? 

ALEXANDER.  Oh,  not  that  form  of  exercise;  later, 
my  good  tutor,  later.  [Exit  R.  i. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI  (coolly).  Rather  a  slump  in  tutors  ! 

ARISTOTLE.  What  do  you  mean,  undesirable  alien  ? 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Remember  that  you  are  addressing 
the  Master  of  the  Garage. 

ARISTOTLE.  I  shan't  forget  it,  you  stormy  petrel. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Surely  it's  time  for  people  in  their 
second  childhood  to  go  to  bed.  Poor  old  man  !  You 
can't  take  a  joke. 

ARISTOTLE.  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  did  not  realize  it 
was  a  joke. 

BAREIA.  Now,  darling,  don't  get  heated.  Remember 
these  foreigners  don't  understand  your  nature. 

ARISTOTLE.  It  is  indeed  pleasant  to  have  a  sympa- 
thetic person  like  yourself  to  whom  one  can  pour  out 
one's  woes. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  What  a  long  sentence !  You 
must  be  blown. 

ARISTOTLE.  To  be  blown  is  not  the  mark  of  a  phil- 
osopher. I  care  not  a  lock  of  wool  for  you. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  I  remember  an  old  saying  about 
"  losing  one's  wool." 

ARISTOTLE.  Silence,  sir  ! 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  I  shall  talk  to  the  elephant;  he's 
more  intelligent.  [Exit  R.  i. 

BAREIA.  What  is  that  viper  up  to  ?  I  distrust  him. 
Why  does  the  Emperor  have  so  many  foreigners  about  ? 
He  has  a  treacherous  face.  Trust  my  woman's  in- 
stinct. 
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ARISTOTLE.  My  good  lady,  you  exaggerate.  Sh ! 
here  he  is. 

Re-enter  HOBBSITCHSINGHI  and  Buckelephas. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Here  we  are  again !  Poor  old 
moke  !  did  your  leg  pain  you  ?  You'll  have  to  wear 
pads  if  there's  a  fight  to-morrow.  Like  to  bite  the  old 
lady,  eh  ?  Intelligent  face — not  like  old  greybeard's  ! 

ARISTOTLE.  Sirrah,  your  insolence  is  unbearable.  If 
you  insult  me  any  more,  I  shall  get  Aleck  to  throw  you 
into  his  deepest  and  slimiest  prison. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Prison,  indeed  !  Remember  I  am 
high  in  the  Emperor's  favour. 

ARISTOTLE.  I  am  afraid  I  cannot  argue  with  you. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  You  cannot.  Go  on;  take  your 
old  fogey  away. 

BAREIA.  Come,  Arri.  I  shall  report  you  to  the 
Emperor.  [Exeunt  R.  2. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Well,  Bucky,  what  do  you  think 
of  that  for  cheek  ?  They  don't  know  who  I  am.  They'll 
sing  a  different  tune  when  they  find  Alexander  dead  in 
his  bath  and  the  gates  of  the  city  betrayed  to  the  Indians. 
To  my  mind — and  I  see  by  your  face  you  agree  with 
me — these  Macedonian  soldiers  are  very  overrated ;  they 
shoot  fairly  well,  and  get  three  good  drills.  What  d'ye 
say  ?  Who  d'ye  think  I  am  ? 

FLICKER  (over  bush) .  A  spy  ! 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Eh,  what  did  you  say  ? 

FLICKER.  Through  the  corner  of  my  eye 
I  can  see  a  treacherous  spy. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI  (to  elephant).  Oh,  you're  a  poet,  are 
you  ?  Well,  I  don't  think  you've  got  a  very  poetical  face. 
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FLICKER.  Now  I'll  deal  a  burning  stroke 
On  the  leg  of  this  old  moke. 

(Springs  over  and  stings  Buckelephas,  who  leaps  up 
and  lashes  tail.) 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Here,  sit  down.  What  d'ye  kick 
me  for  ?  I've  done  nothing. 

FLICKER.  Ho  !  this  is  a  merry  game ; 

Now  we'll  make  the  other  lame. 

(Stings  L.  leg.) 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Do  keep  quiet !  Look  here  !  I 
shall  put  you  to  bed:  the  elephant's  bed- time.  Come 
along,  you  pugnacious  pet ! 

[HOBBSITCHSINGHI  takes  Buckelephas  off  R.  i. 
FLICKER.  A  spy  in  the  camp, 

I'll  light  my  lamp 
Of  vision  and  keep  watch  on  him ; 
He  is  planning  something  grim. 
Come  forth,  my  sprites,  and  on  the  ground 
Let  us  dance  a  merry  round, 
For  signs  of  revelry  I  see 
In  Alexander's  camp  will  be. 

Enter  Fireflies  from  different  places  and  dance.  At  end 
they  dart  off.  FLICKER  behind  throne.  Tune,  "  When 
the  Birds  begin  to  Sing." 

Re-enter  HOBBSITCHSINGHI. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Phew  !  it's  hot  here.  The  very 
ground  is  scorching.  (FLICKER  leaps  up  and  seizes  his 
arms.)  What  is  this  burning  in  my  arms  ?  I  must 
have  got  gout — no,  one  gets  that  in  the  foot. 

FLICKER.  Master  spy,  do  not  swank, 

Or  in  a  dungeon  drear  and  dank 
You  shall  lie. 
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HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  This  is  a  palace  of  surprises.  Why, 
who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  R.C.  ROXANA,  a  dark  beauty,  simply  attired. 

ROXANA.  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon, 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Not  at  all. 

ROXANA.  I  was  looking  for  my  father,   the  Court 
architect — Baron  Balbus. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  He  is  arranging  a  concert,  I  think. 

ROXANA.  Yes,  I  am  going  to  sing. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  How  delightful ! 

ROXANA.  Flatterer  !     I   am   really  very  nervous  of 
appearing  before  the  Emperor. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Oh,  it  will  be  all  right.    I'll  hold 
your  hand. 

FLICKER.    This   gentleman    is   no    gentleman.      Til 
plague  him  sore. 

(Vanishes  R.  I.    Shouts  of"  The  King!  the  King  /") 

ROXANA.  Oh,   here  they   come  !     I   am   frightened. 
Let  us  wait  here  till  it's  time.  (They  retire  R.  I.) 

Re-enter  the  procession.  Soldiers  R.  3  and  L.  3  come  down 
front  R.  and  L.  BAREIA  and  ARISTOTLE  R.  2  come  by 
throne.  ALEXANDER  to  throne.  GENERAL  and  girls 
L.  2  go  R.  BALBUS  c.  in  a  theatrical  hat  with  prompt 
book.  HOBBSITCHSINGHI  and  ROXANA  wait  R.  band, 
"  Alexander's  Rag-time  Band." 

ALEXANDER.  Bring  your  stools  and  sit  round. 

(They  sit  R.  and  L.  on  stools.) 
BALBUS.  Your  Majesty  is  ready  ? 
ALEXANDER.  Quite.     Is  your  stall  comfortable  ? 
BAREIA.  Quite,  Sire.   I  trust  you  had  a  pleasant  bathe. 
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ALEXANDER.    Very.     Rather    cold,    but    I    plunged 

boldly  in  and  ducked  my  head 

BAREIA.  Brave  boy  ! 

BALBUS.  The  actors  are  ready,  Sire.  First  your  own 
brave  soldiers  will  sing  the  Macedonian  song.  Are  you 
ready  ?  Now. 

(Men  form  up  c.  and  sing  the  War  Song.     Tune 
by  W.  S.  Case.     MS.) 

BANQUET  SONG  AND  MACEDONIAN  SONG. 

Mine  the  song  of  burnished  helmet,  mine  the  song  of 

pointed  lance ; 
Courteous  chivalry  to  maiden  doth  the  knightly  fame 

enhance. 
Deeds  of  prowess  in  the  tourney  echo  through  the  land 

afar, 
And  the  blare  of  trumpet  mingles  with  the  clashing  moil 

of  war. 

Refrain. 

Sing  we  the  song,  then,  sing  with  a  glad  heart  ; 

Let  our  notes  ring,  then,  up  to  the  rafter — 
To  the  King  merry  life — all  bear  a  brave  part — 

Happily  fill  we  the  palace  with  laughter. 

When  the  gory  fight  is  over,  and  the  weapons  are  un- 

slung, 
Warriors  turn  to  peaceful  measures,  study  some  the 

foreign  tongue; 
Some  essay  the  sparkling  waters,   some  in  wrestling 

eager  vie, 
All  in  loyalty  and  honour  raise  our  Emperor's  battle-cry. 

Refrain. 

Sing  we  the  song,  then,  sing  with  a  glad  heart ; 

Let  our  notes  ring,  then,  up  to  the  rafter — 
To  the  King  merry  life — all  bear  a  brave  part — 

Happily  fill  we  the  palace  with  laughter. 


22  ALEXANDER  THE  GREAT 

ALEXANDER.  Well  sung,  my  men.  You  are  all 
gazetted  to  the  rank  of  Captain. 

MEN.  Thanks,  Sire.  [They  go  R.  and  L. 

ARISTOTLE.  Excuse  me,  your  Majesty,  but  why  are 
you  wearing  a  Persian  robe  over  your  Macedonian  dress 
— before  your  loyal  subjects,  too  ? 

ALEXANDER.  To  show  that  Persia  is  only  part  of 
my  outskirts. 

ARISTOTLE.  Are  you  going  to  sing  to-night,  Bareia  ? 

BAREIA.  Not  in  these  trousers  ! 

BALBUS.  The  next  item  will  be  a  song  by  myself. 

ALL.  Oh  no;  spare  us  that. 

BALBUS.  Oh,  very  well.  The  Master  of  the  Garage 
will  sing 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI  (coming  up  to  c.).  Ladies  and 
gentlemen  and  Balbus,  I  am  very  nervous.  As  you  can 
see,  I  am  trembling  like  an  aspen-leaf.  Unfortunately, 
I  have  left  my  songs  at  home,  and  so  in  my  stead  Miss 
Roxana  Balbus  has  kindly  consented  to  oblige. 

GENERAL.  Sly  dog  !   I  didn't  know  he  had  a  daughter. 

BALBUS.  Your  Majesty,  my  daughter. 

(ROXANA  curtsies,  ALEXANDER,  talking  to 
GENERAL,  does  not  listen.) 

ALEXANDER.  How  d'ye  do  ? 

SOLO  BY  ROXANA.     (Tune,  "  Wendy's  Song.") 
First  Verse. 

Where  forests  leafy  clothe  the  mountain's  base, 
Where  floating  ivory  clouds  veil  the  starry  space, 
Where  the  mighty  river  at  its  banks  doth  strain, 
There  is  the  realm,  where  Vila  Queen  doth  reign. 

ALEXANDER.  What  a  lovely  maiden,  by  Jove  !  Did 
you  ever  see  such  sylph-like  grace  ? 
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ARISTOTLE.  Steady,  your  Majesty. 
ALEXANDER.  My  dear  old  man,  she's  splendid  !    And 
I  swear  by  Jupiter  Ammon  she  shall  share  my  throne. 
ARISTOTLE.  Sh  !  your  Majesty.    She  sings  again. 

ROXANA.     Second  Verse. 

Peaks  own  her  sway  as  on  her  chariot  cloud 
On  sweepeth  mighty  Vila :  mid  the  pine- woods  proud 
Trees  bend  before  her  on  her  dappled  fawn, 
Queen  of  the  fairies,  Queen  of  glade  and  lawn. 

ALEXANDER.  Excellent !  Encore  !  Balbus,  intro- 
duce me. 

BALBUS.  Here,  Roxy,  His  Majesty  wishes  you  to  be 
presented  to  him. 

ROXANA.  Your  servant,  Sire. 

ALEXANDER.  Come  and  sit  here;  it's  more  comfort- 
able. 

BALBUS.  The  next  item 

ALEXANDER.  No  more.    That  is  enough. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Now,  all  you  boys,  don't  stare  so. 
Can't  you  see  he's  fallen  madly  in  love  with  her  ?  Come 
and  see  me  feed  the  performing  elephant.  Come  along, 
all  of  you ;  no  loitering  in  the  lobby. 

[All  go  off,  same  exits  as  they  came  on  by. 
Soft  music  playing  "  ROXANA'S  song." 

ALEXANDER.  My  little  rose,  this  is  the  happiest 
moment  of  my  life. 

ROXANA.  I  beg  your  pardon. 

ALEXANDER.  She  doesn't  follow  me.  How  green  the 
grass  is  now  ! 

ROXANA.  Very,  for  the  time  of  year.  He's  going  to 
propose. 

ALEXANDER.  I  love  the  flowers,  don't  you  ? 
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ROXANA.  Oh  yes.    Aren't  they  divine  ? 

ALEXANDER.  My  little  nasturtium,  you  are  the  fairest 
of  them  all. 

ROXANA.  I  knew  it  would  come. 

ALEXANDER.  You  must  always  be  by  my  side  to  sing 
to  me.  You  shall  share  my  throne;  you  shall  sing  in 
the  study  or  in  the  kitchen — do  as  you  will. 

ROXANA.  My  answer  is — yes. 

ALEXANDER.  Oh,  new-found  bliss !  oh,  pearl  cast 
before — myself  !  I  thank  thee,  Jupiter  Ammon 

ROXANA.  'Am  and  eggs  ?     I  love  them. 

ALEXANDER.  No,  dear;  I  was  invoking  my  grand- 
father. You  know,  I  am  descended  from  Jove. 

ROXANA.  Really  ?  You  surprise  me.  I  will  do  my 
best  to  be  a  real  helpmate  and  sew  your  buttons  on  your 
armour  and  do  up  your  pads  for  battle. 

ALEXANDER.  My  little  peach,  those  are  greaves,  made 
of  steel. 

ROXANA.  Well,  I  will  polish  them  till  they  shine  like 
electro.  I  know  you  will  be  kind  to  me. 

ALEXANDER.  Oh,  I  shall  be  a  dragon  of  a  husband. 

ROXANA.  I  don't  like  being  beaten  by  dragons. 

ALEXANDER.  As  if  I  could  harm  my  little  hydrangea. 
Come  on  to  the  lawn  and  let  us  dream  together  of  the 
future. 

ROXANA.  Willingly,  Aleck  dear. 

ALEXANDER.  Come,  Roxy. 

[They  go  off  L.  2. 

Re-enter  BAREIA  and  ARISTOTLE  R.  2. 

ARISTOTLE.  My  little  rose,  this  is  the  happiest  moment 
of  my  life. 

BAREIA.  I  beg  your  pardon  ? 
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ARISTOTLE.  Granted  !    She  does  not  follow  me.   How 
green  the  grass  is  now  ! 

BAREIA.  Very,  for  the  time  of  year.     I  will  appear 
dense  and  play  with  him. 

FLICKER  (who  has  appeared  under  throne}.  Heartless 
coquette  ! 

BAREIA.  Oh  my  !  what  was  that  ? 

ARISTOTLE.  I  will  investigate.     I  will  drive  away  all 
foes  from  you.  (FLICKER  touches  her.) 

BAREIA.  Help  !     I've  got  gout  again. 

ARISTOTLE.    Courage,    brave    heart !    Do    not    give 
way. 

FLICKER  (mocking).  My  little  rose,  do  not  despair. 

BAREIA.  Oh,  Arri,  do  not  mock  at  me  ! 

ARISTOTLE.  I  said  nothing,  dear. 

FLICKER.  He,  he  !     He's  right  for  once. 

ARISTOTLE.  This  cave  is  most  uncanny.     I  hope  we 
shall  march  soon  to  consult  the  oracle. 

FLICKER.  So  do  I. 

ARISTOTLE.  Come,  dearest  one,  and  let  us  stroll. 

BAREIA.  Back,  sir  !     I  spurn  all  cowards. 

ARISTOTLE.  Oh,  I  say,  you  know 

BAREIA.  Leave  me. 

[Walks  off.    ARISTOTLE  rushes  after  her  R.  3. 

FLICKER.  Ha,  ha  !  he,  he  !  where'er  I  fly, 
Someone's  plans  will  go  awry. 

Who  is  to  fight  Alexander  ?  I  must  know.  Hither,  my 
sprites !  (Fireflies  dart  in.)  Now,  my  pets,  fly  to  all 
corners  of  the  globe — some  to  Africa,  some  to  Asia. 
There's  an  aeroplane  going  to  Greece  one  of  you  can 
catch,  and  find  out  who  is  going  to  fight  Alexander. 
Meet  here  again  in  a  few  seconds.  [They  fly  off. 
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ROXANA  wanders  on  L.  2. 

FLICKER.  Ha  !  here  is  as  pretty  a  maid  as  ever  donned 
a  homespun. 

ROXANA.  What  a  lucky  girl  am  I  !  But  nineteen, 
and  betrothed  to  the  King. 

FLICKER.  Oho  !     Aleck  is  a  bit  of  a  nut. 

ROXANA.  All  I  lack  is  queenly  raiment.  Oh,  for  a 
fairy  godmother  ! 

FLICKER.  I  will  cast  off  my  magic  cloak,  and,  like 
the  chivalrous  knights  of  old,  assist  tjiis  maid.  Your 
wish  is  granted,  Queen  that  is  to  be. 

ROXANA.  What  a  fright  you  gave  me  !  Who  are 
you  ? 

FLICKER.  Flicker,  Esquire,  at  your  service.  What 
can  I  do  for  you  ? 

ROXANA.  Are  you  really  a  fairy  ? 

FLICKER.  I  am.  I  can  change  you  into  a  slimy  toad 
or  a  crawling  cobra  if  so  I  will. 

ROXANA.  I  lack  a  Queen's  robe.  I  dare  not  bother 
Aleck,  he  is  so  busy;  and  Bareia,  Mistress  of  the  Robes, 
is  such  an  old  harridan. 

FLICKER.  Ah !  the  lady  I  scorched.  Clothes  you 
wish  ?  Ohe !  (Three  Fireflies  spring  in.)  Go,  gather 
me  gold  of  the  chrysanthemum,  purple  of  the  iris,  and 
delicate  pink  of  rose;  mingle  them  in  a  robe  fit  for  the 
King's  eye  and  bring  it  hither.  [They  fly  off. 

ROXANA.  How  good  you  are,  and  how  clever  ! 

FLICKER.  Tis  nothing.  Excuse  me,  two  of  my  fire- 
flies approach.  (Two  Fireflies  enter.)  Well,  what  news 
of  war  ? 

FIRST   FIREFLY.  None.    All   Greece   is   watching   a 
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tragedy  by  Sophocles.  The  inhabitants  of  Lemnos 
are  looking  at  serpents  of  immense  size. 

SECOND  FIREFLY.  There  is  a  King,  Big  Little  Sum, 
who  intends  to  set  out  and  wage  war  on  Alexander 
before  the  next  full  moon. 

FLICKER.  'Tis  well.  Fly  away.  I  will  join  you. 
(Two  Fireflies  enter  with  robe.)  Ah  !  here  is  your  robe 
made  straight  from  Mother  Nature. 

ROXANA.  How  sweet  !  [FLICKER  vanishes. 

Re-enter  HOBBSITCHSINGHI  R.  i. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Hullo  !  is  this  a  draper's  shop  ? 
Tell  me,  are  you  not  Balbus's  daughter  ? 

ROXANA.  I  am. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  I  must  thank  you  for  your  lovely 
song.  Egad  !  a  lovely  maid. 

ROXANA.  Don't  let  me  keep  you.  I  must  get  tidy 
for  the  banquet.  [Exit  R.  i. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Cold  and  disdainful,  haughty  and 
extravagant !  (A  whistle.)  Ah,  the  signal  from  the 
Indians  !  Who  is  there  ? 

ONE  LEG  (off).    One  Leg  ! 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Covers  both.    Enter,  friend. 

Enter  L.  3  ONE  LEG,    the  Indian.     Native  dress   and 
feathers. 

ONE  LEG.  Greeting,  friend  of  the  Pale  Eyelash.  What 
news  ? 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  I  am  in  charge  of  the  Emperor's 
elephant. 

ONE  LEG.  Excellent !  Tamper  with  it.  Place  the 
poison  in  the  Emperor's  cup  when  he  drinks.  He  will 
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die  in  the  fight  to-morrow,  and  when  the  rest  see  their 
leader  dead  they  will  fly  ! 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Tis  well.  Go,  join  the  King. 
The  Embassy  is  here. 

ONE  LEG.  The  King  himself  is  outside  the  walls. 
Tootle-e-oul  (Slinks  off  L.  3.)  Ah  !  here  they  come. 

Music.  Re-enter  the  Procession.  A  table  c.,  stools  round 
as  before  ;  all  on  (same  entries) .  Soldiers  at  attention 
as  ROXANA  enters  from  R.  i. 

ALEXANDER.  Men  of  Macedon,  my  future  wife. 

(Cheers.    She  goes  to  throne.) 

ALEXANDER.  Hither,  and  sit  beside  me — on  the 
throne  you  will  adorn  for  many  years. 

ROXANA.  How  kind  and  loyal  your  men  are  ! 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI  (aside) .  By  Jove  !  .the  King  shows 
good  taste;  that  gown  suits  her.  Your  Majesty,  may 
Buckelephas  have  an  ice  to  celebrate  this  auspicious 
occasion  ? 

ALEXANDER.  Yes,  let  the  feast  begin. 

(Soldiers  hand  drinks  and  dishes.) 

ARISTOTLE.  What  a  good  cook  Aleck  has  got ! 

GENERAL.  I  don't  like  his  curry  and  buttered  eggs. 

(Bugle  off.) 

ALEXANDER.  Who  disturbs  our  feast  ? 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Only  Buckelephas  sneezing  ! 

GENERAL.  Witty  alien  ! 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Hullo,  old  chap  !     Still  peppery  ? 

Enter  L.  3  OFF  SIDE  in  heraldic  garments  with  trumpet. 

OFF  SIDE.  Your  Majesty,  audience  of  Big  Little  Sum, 
King  of  Scholia,  Emperor  of  the  Gulf  Stream. 
ALEXANDER.  Bid  His  Majesty  approach. 
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Bugle.    Enter  BIG  LITTLE  SUM,  ONE  LEG,  Indian  sol- 
diers ;  Chorus  L.  3. 

INDIAN  CHORUS.     (To  Tune,  MS.,  Mr.  Gates.) 

Chorus. 

Oh,  behold  us,  one  and  all — 
Desperadoes  short  and  tall, 
Natives  of  the  jungle  wild — 
Fierce  from  giant-man  to  child. 

Solo. 

Loyal  to  our  gallant  chief 
Though  he  be  a  cattle  thief. 
Enemy  to  every  white — 
Lovers  of  the  gory  fight. 

Solo. 

As  our  vassals  we  will  own  yer — 
Ye  poltroons  from  Macedonia. 
At  our  feet  ye'll  beg  for  peace: 
Then  our  fiery  war  shall  cease. 

Oh,  behold  us  one  and  all — 
Desperadoes  short  and  tall, 
Native  of  the  jungle  wild — 
Fierce  from  giant-man  to  child. 

ALEXANDER.  Be  seated,  your  Majesty. 
BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Not  in  your  Court. 
HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Not  in  those  trousers;  he  can't. 

(Indian  group  stay  c.) 
ALEXANDER.  What  is  your  message  ? 
BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Unless  by  six  of  the  clock  you  resign 
your  throne,  war  will  be  declared. 

ALEXANDER.  You  insolent  hound  !  (Rises.) 

ROXANA.  Quietly,  Aleck  darling. 
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BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  That  lovely  maiden,  too,  I  claim  as 
booty. 

GENERAL.  Begad,  sir !  if  I  had  you  in  my  regiment, 
I'd  horsewhip  you.  As  it  is,  I  shall  write  to  The  Times. 

ARISTOTLE.  O  tempora,  O  mores ! 

ALEXANDER.  Of  course,  men,  his  answer  is  obvious. 
Such  a  request  is  absurd. 

MEN.  Ay,  Sir,  indeed  ridiculous. 

ALEXANDER.  We  will  wipe  this  absurd  tribe  off  the 
earth. 

MEN.  Ha,  ha  !    We  will. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  We  await  you.  My  kingdom  you 
will  find  across  the  Cher,  first  to  the  right,  and  second 
turning  to  the  left. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  All  right,  cocky.  We'll  find  a  bus, 
I  expect. 

ALEXANDER.  Give  him  drink.  I  cannot  refuse  hospi- 
tality. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI  (gives  him  cup}.  Welcome,  your 
Majesty.  I  will  do  your  bidding.  The  number  of 
troops  and  all  information  is  on  this  paper.  The  King 
dies  to-morrow  at  four. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Well  done  !  Your  Majesty,  we  take 
our  leave  of  you. 

[Exeunt  ;  glares  from  Macedonian  soldiers. 

ALEXANDER.  Silence  !  The  army  will  march  at  day- 
break: Division  III.  under  General  Sinapi;  little  coats 
and  white  hats.  Division  IV.  I  shall  lead;  little  blue 
jerseys  and  thick  boots.  Aristotle,  do  you  pack  all  our 
books  for  the  journey.  Put  in  Home  Chat  for  my  wife. 
Bareia,  the  medicine-chest  and  pills  you  will  bring  in 
the  motor  with  my  wife.  And  now  banish  thoughts  of 
war.  Sing  the  Macedonian  song. 
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HOBBSITCHSINGHI    (L.).  Now   for  it !     One   drop   of 
this  despatches  the  greatest    Emperor  of  the  world 
(Pours  poison  in  goblet.    FLICKER  appears  R. 
Soldiers  form  up  with  glasses  and  sing.) 

MACEDONIAN  SONG. 

Mine  the  song  of  burnished  helmet,  mine  the  song  of 

pointed  lance ; 
Courteous  chivalry  to  maiden  doth  the  knightly  fame 

enhance. 
Deeds  of  prowess  in  the  tourney  echo  through  the  land 

afar, 
And  the  blare  of  trumpet  mingles  with  the  clashing 

moil  of  war. 

Refrain. 

Sing  we  the  song,  then,  with  a  glad  heart, 
Let  our  notes  ring,  then,  up  to  the  rafter — 

To  the  King  merry  life — all  bear  a  brave  part — 
Happily  fill  we  the  palace  with  laughter. 

When  the  gory  fight  is  over,  and  the  weapons  are  un- 

slung, 
Warriors  turn  to  peaceful  measures,  study  some  the 

foreign  tongue, 
Some  essay  the  sparkling  waters,  some  in  wrestling  eager 

vie, 
All  in  loyalty  and  honour  raise  our  Emperor's  battle 

cry — 

Refrain. 

Sing  we  the  song,  then,  with  a  glad  heart ; 

Let  our  notes  ring,  then,  up  to  the  rafter — 
To  the  King  merry  life — all  bear  a  brave  part — 

Happily  fill  we  the  palace  with  laughter. 

ALEXANDER  (after  song,  coming  down  c.).  First  I 
drink  to  my  lovely  wife.  May  she  prove  a  fairy  of 
good  fortune  !  Then  to  my  famous  army,  which  has 
never  known  defeat. 
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ALL.  Save  your  Majesty  ! 
HOBBSITCHSINGHI  (triumphantly).  Ah  ! 
ALEXANDER.  I  drink. 

(Raising  glass,  FLICKER  knocks   it  out  of  his 

hand    with    a    crash,    and    the    wine    is 

spilled  as  he  says) : 
FLICKER.  Tis  poisoned ! 

QUICK  CURTAIN. 

(Rest  stand  up  in  amazement.    ROXANA  rises 
on  throne.    Music  goes  softly  on.) 


ACT  II 

A  glade :  the  Indian  encampment ;  sylvan  wings  and 
back  scene  with  trees  and  lake  ;  camp-fire  R.  c.,  round 
which  are  seated  the  Indians.  Centre  back  a  hideous 
image  on  a  big  rock.  BIG  LITTLE  SUM  R.,  OFF  SIDE  c., 
ONE  LEG  L.,  others  standing  about,  one  on  sentry, 
Lights  subdued.  Opening  song,  "  Dream  Girl '  (H.  M. 
Tennent) . 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Our  ultimatum  did  not  strike  terror 
into  the  craven  tenderfeet. 

ONE  LEG.  Not  as  I  thought. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  I  am  glad  we  fight  the  usurper. 
We  are  all  strong  and  healthy  as  the  young  mustang 
which  gallops  on  the  plain. 

OFF  SIDE.  Yes,  we  will  scalp  them  all. 

(Eager  chuckles  by  Indians.} 

ONE  LEG.  Where  is  our  trusty  spy  ? 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  He  will  soon  bring  us  news.  He 
will  tell  us  the  Emperor  is  ill. 

Enter  HOBBSITCHSINGHI  R.  i  breathless. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  What  news,  little  one  of  the  Fiery 
Eye? 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Disaster,  great  lord — disaster  !  Ill- 
luck  dogged  my  plan. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Say  on. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  The  poison  I  placed  in  the  Em- 
peror's goblet,  and  just  as  he  was  about  to  drink  he 
dropped  the  cup,  and  the  wine  was  all  spilled. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Disaster  indeed,  little 'one. 

33  3 


34  ALEXANDER  THE  GREAT 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Worse  follows.  At  dawn  the  army 
marches  with  Alexander  in  command — cavalry  and 
cannons.  I  managed  to  escape  during  the  banquet,  and 
my  absence  will  not  be  noted. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  We  will  return  with  you  and  spy 
out  the  land. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Here  are  plans  I  stole  from  one 
Balbus  of  a  city  wall.  Bid  our  cleverest  man  follow 
them  and  make  our  nest  secure. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Good  !  See  to  it,  One  Leg,  at  once. 
(He  goes  off  R.  2.)  We  follow  at  once. 

[They  all  go  off  R.  2. 

FLICKER  (appears  under  rock).  What  a  serious  talk  ! 
I'm  glad  I  came.  I  must  be  in  this  fight.  What  a 
pleasant  glow,  my  mother  fire  !  How  d'ye  do  ?  Come, 
my  little  boy  sprites  and  dance  around  the  embers — our 
life-bringer. 

("  Shepherd's  Dance."  Dance  of  Fireflies  round 
the  fire.  Lights  full.  They  gradually  sink 
at  end  of  dance  asleep  round  fire.) 

FLICKER.  My  children,  we  will  make  our  camp  here. 
Make  our  house  in  yonder  almond-tree.  Put  up  a 
notice  "  To  Let  "  in  our  last  apartments  in  the  her- 
baceous border.  Fly  away,  fly  away,  and  meet  me  in 
the  almond  boughs.  (Exeunt  fireflies.)  Farewell. 
Humph  !  merrily  goes  my  mischief.  Hobbsitchsinghi's 
plan  nipped  in  the  bud.  Ha  !  drums  I  hear  and  march 
ing.  The  Indians  return.  Fun,  fun  !  I  will  listen. 

[Retires  by  wing  R.  i. 

Re-enter  Indians  R.  2. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  To  work  !  No  time  to  waste.  Polish 
your  arms. 
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(Chorus  to  "  Policeman's  Holiday  "  as  they  bring 
on  wall,  which  they  set  down  on  stage  rather 
R.  o/c.,  and  polish  weapons.) 

INDIAN  CHORUS. 

We  are  Indians  of  the  Palm  Grove  clan — 

We  are  foemen  of  the  great  white  man — 

Death  to  the  settler  is  the  motto  of  this  race, 

Death  to  the  tenderfoot  and  each  pale  face. 

We're  more  fierce  than  any  tribe  before, 

All  we  sigh  for  is  the  foeman's  gore, 

All  of  us  are  terrors:  the  blood,  we  love  to  taste  it. 

Gore  is  sweet — we  love  to  waste  it — ohe  ! 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Tis  well.  That  will  guard  our 
home.  No  weapon  can  make  any  impression  on  that 

FLICKER.  I  can  burn  it,  though. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  No  signs  as  yet.  Sing  to  us,  Pink  Eye. 
(Song,  "Children  Three,"  H.  M.  Tennent.) 

OFF  SIDE.  I  hear  drums. 

ONE  LEG.  It  is  men  marching.  'Tis  well  we  had  made 
the  wall.  We  can  play  games  while  they  attempt  to 
blow  us  up. 

FLICKER.  Now,  do  not  swagger  overmuch, 
I  can  burn  it,  with  a  touch; 
I  will  burn  it  e'en  with  him  in, 
And  put  a  placard  "  Votes  for  Women." 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  I  need  not  bid  you  keep  a  wary 

eye.     I  trust  you  all Here  they  come  !     Be  on 

guard  for  any  message  from  our  faithful  spy. 
Enter  the  Macedonian  army  marching.  Each  carries  a 
little  handbag.  GENERAL,  ARISTOTLE,  BAREIA, 
ROXAN A  ;  HOBBSITCHSINGHI  leads  BUCKELEPHAS  with 
ALEXANDER  "up."  They  sing  "  Alexander's  Rag- 
time Band  "  and  halt.  Enemy  sing  in  answer  their 
Indian  Chorus  over  wall.  Army  line  up  L. 
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GENERAL.  Halt !    Eyes  centre  ! 

(Goes  R.  ARISTOTLE,  BAREIA,  and  ROXANA  L.) 
ALEXANDER.  My  men,  you  have  made  an  excellent 
march.  You  have  covered  some  fifty  parasangs  since 
the  first  watch.  There  will  be  an  "  evening  "  holiday. 
(Cheers.)  Dismiss !  Set  up  my  tent.  This  will  be  our 
winter-quarters. 

(Soldiers  bring  ALEXANDER'S  throne  and  place  L.  c., 
Over  back  wing  6  they  spread  the  curtain  of 
the  tent ;  small  table,  etc.,  inside.     "  Winter- 
Quarters  "    outside.     The  cannons,   etc.,   are 
left  at  back.    BUCKELEPHAS  at  back.) 
BAREIA.  Not  such  a  bad  spot,  Arri. 
ARISTOTLE.  The  locality  is  certainly  not  to  be  dis- 
paraged. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI  (coming  down  R.).  Where  shall  I 
put  the  old  moke  up  ? 

ALEXANDER.  Moke,  indeed  !  Stable  him  comfortably 
there. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Oh,  very  well.  Come  on,  old 
fellah.  You  stood  the  journey  well.  You  ought  to 
have  a  placard  on  you,  "  Glass,  with  care."  A  little 
poison  with  your  tea  will  be  good  for  you,  I  fancy.  I 
must  wait  till  they  are  all  resting  before  I  report  to  BIG 
LITTLE  SUM.  Come  along,  the  Baby  Jumbo. 

(Puts  BUCKELEPHAS  at  back  L.  just  off.) 
ALEXANDER.  My  dear  Roxana,  that's  a  fine  fortifi- 
cation.    Could  you  beat  that,  Balbus  ? 

BALBUS.  H'm  !  very  fair — curious.     It's  just  like 

Why,  your  Majesty,  this  is  my  design,  and  my  drawings 
of   it — are — stolen  ! 

[Jeers  by  army,  who  have  been  reconnoitring   the 
enemy,  and  now  go  off  in  groups  by  L.  exits. 
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ALEXANDER.  What  d'ye  say  ?  Yours  ?  It  won't 
take  much  battering  down,  then. 

GENERAL.  You  had  better  train  the  guns,  Sire. 

BALBUS.  Yes,  and  the  catapult,  too. 

ALEXANDER.  No  catapults  are  allowed  here,  sir. 

GENERAL.  The  enemy  are  very  despondent. 

(Indians  sitting  round  playing  cards.) 

ROXANA.  My  dear  Aleck,  you  must  come  and  lie 
down  before  the  fight.  You  will  be  worn  out. 

ALEXANDER.  I  am  made  of  steel,  darling. 

ROXANA.  Come  along  and  rest  in  your  tent.  You  may 
consult  General  Sinapi  if  you  like. 

ALEXANDER.  What  a  dragon  you  are !  Come  along, 
then. 

(ALEXANDER,  ROXANA,  and  GENERAL  retire  into 
tent.) 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Come  along,  Bareia.  Why  don't 
you  go  and  have  a  squint  round  ? 

BAREIA.  I  do  not  squint,  sir.  Dr.  Aristotle,  let  us 
go  and  watch  the  soldiers  having  their  "  punt-about  " 
over  there  by  the  lake. 

[ARISTOTLE  and  BAREIA  and  BALBUS  go  off  L.  2. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Now,  Bucky,  it's  time  for  your 
exercise.  You  are  getting  skittish.  Now — walk  sedately 
round — steady — don't  grin  at  me,  sir.  (Takes  him 
round  and  puts  him  through  his  tricks)  Very  good.  You 
are  improving  rapidly.  I  am  quite  loth  to  give  you 
poison.  Come  to  your  excellent  bedroom  now.  (Goes 
off  L.  3.)  Now  is  my  chance.  Anyone  about  ? 

(Whistle  ;  answering  whistle.) 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  One  Leg  ? 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Covers  both — all  well. 
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Enter  HOBBSITCHSINGHI  by  gate  in  wall  at  back. 
Indians  rise. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  More  news  ? 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  The  advance  guard  is  here  with 
cannons.  One  is  a  142857  point  gun.  I  shall  take  all 
the  ball  out  of  the  ammunition  and  render  them  useless. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Clever  indeed. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  They  are  now  holding  a  council 
of  war  and  firing  will  soon  begin — after  that  I  should 
advise  a  sortie. 

ONE  LEG.    Yes,  take  them  unawares. 

OFF  SIDE.  You  keep  out  of  the  way  and  then  no 
suspicion  will  fall  on  you. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Alexander  has  brought  his  wife 
with  him.  If  I  could  but  ensnare  her  in  here,  the 
Emperor  would  be  at  our  mercy. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  A  good  plan.  Succeed  and  I  will 
give  you  untold  gold. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Is  that  satisfactory  ? 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  The  Government  will  consider  it 
carefully  !  We  will  now  continue  our  game.  "  Coon 
Can  "  will  tell  us  of  it  in  song. 

(Song,  "Any  Coon  Can.") 

[HOBBSITCHSINGHI  exits  and  goes  up  to  guns,  which 
are  facing  the  wall. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Now  for  the  guns.  Aha  !  that 
will  render  them  useless.  Why,  who  comes  here  ?  It's 
little  Roxana.  My  plan  is  made  !  (Enter  RoxANAfrom 
tent.)  Have  you  been  for  a  walk  ? 

ROXANA.  No,  a  council  of  war.  This  fellow  is  very 
inquiring;  I  begin  to  suspect  his  conduct.  The  General 
is  obstinately  against  a  cannonade. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  It's  the  only  way.  You  will  never 
starve  them  out.  They  live  on  everything — boots, 
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pince-nez,  spats,  umbrellas — anything  !  They  are  all 
asleep  now;  come  and  look  at  them.  What  fun  !  We 
might  go  in.  The  sentry  is  asleep. 

ROXANA.  It  would  not  be  safe. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Oh,  come  on;  it  would  be  quite 
romantic. 

ROXANA.  Very  well.  (They  go  in.)  WThat  a  pitiful 
sight — all  those  brave  men  asleep  ! 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Surrender  ! 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  By  Jove  !  cornered. 

(^1  struggle.  HOBBSITCHSINGHI  pretends  to  fight, 
and  staggers  off'R.  3.  They  surround  ROXANA 
with  glaring  looks.) 

ROXANA.  Oh,  where  is  my  protector  ? 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Ha,  ha  !  Fortune  has  delivered 
you  into  my  hands.  Her  daughter,  Miss-Fortune,  gave 
me  to  you  in  answer  to  my  wish  that  you  should  be  mine. 

ROXANA.  Let  me  go  ! 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM  (bantering).  No — oh  no,  little  one, 
not  so.  My  prisoners  do  not  escape  me  so  easily. 
(Coldly)  Tie  her  up. 

ROXANA.  You  will  not  bind  me  ? 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Oh  no.  Be  quick,  men  !  (They 
bind  ROXANA,  and  stand  on  guard.)  Now,  my  beauty, 
sit  down.  Tell  us  why  you  ventured  here. 

ROXANA.  I  thought  you  were  all  asleep. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  We  never  sleep.  Your  knight 
fought  bravely  for  you,  but  we  drove  him  off.  We 
prefer  you  alone. 

ROXANA.  I  will  give  you  my  jewels. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  How  kind  !  We  should  take  them, 
of  course.  Remove  the  jewels.  (They  take  off  her 
jewels.)  (Aside)  Did  HOBBSITCHSINGHI  escape  ? 

ONE  LEG.  Safely,  great  one. 
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BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Tis  well.  Now,  perhaps,  the  Great 
Alexander  may  treat  to  me  for  terms.  He  will  cave  in 
now  his  wife  is  in  my  power. 

ROXANA.  You  are  cruel  to  taunt  me  thus. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  I  see  him  coming  out  of  his  tent  for 
the  cannonade. 

ROXANA.  No,  he  consults  the  oracle. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Oh,  does  he  ?  You  must  be  out 
of  the  way,  then.  Conduct  her  to  our  hiding-place 
below.  Remove  all  reptiles  and  toads. 

ROXANA.  Oh,  how  ghastly  ! 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  No,  you  need  not  fear.  We  will 
entertain  you  properly. 

[An  Indian  escorts  ROXANA  off  R.  i. 

Enter  ALEXANDER,  GENERAL,  BALBUS,  ARISTOTLE, 
HOBBSITCHSINGHI  from  tent,  etc. 

ALEXANDER.  Where  is  this  oracle  ? 

ARISTOTLE.  There  it  stands.  These  lovely  features 
are  many  years  old;  that  nose  has  bridged  several 
centuries. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Did  you  say  that  was  your  uncle  ? 

ARISTOTLE.  You  are  very  witty,  sir. 

ALEXANDER.  Hail,  grandfather  !  I  will  consult  you 
as  to  this  battle.  Collect  the  army  and  fall  in.  Let 
us  proceed  with  due  ceremonial. 

GENERAL.  Fall  in  ' 

(Macedonian  army   rushes  on  and  forms  up  L. 
Indians  watch  over  the  wall.) 

FLICKER  (appears  at  back).  This  is  my  chance — 
I'll  make  him  dance; 
This  is  my  time — 
Up  I  climb. 

(Climbs  up  behind  the  statue  c.) 
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ALEXANDER.  Is  all  ready  ?     Sing  the  oracular  chant. 
(They  process  solemnly  round,  singing  to  dirge, 
"  Bonnie  Charlie's  noo  awa'.") 

Common  are  sacerdos,  dux, 
Vates,  parens,  et  conjux, 
Ut,  ne,  ubi,  postquam,  quum, 
Si  and  nisi,  etsi,  dum. 
Masculine  will  only  be 
Things  that  you  can  touch  or  see  ; 
Hibou,  caillou,  joujou,  chou, 
Genou,  chardenal  and  pou. 

(Line  up  L.  of  image.) 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Shall  we  attack  now  ?  They  are 
unprepared. 

ONE  LEG.  No,  let  us  hear  the  oracle. 

ALEXANDER.  All  hail,  Ammon 

ALL.  All  hail ! 

FLICKER  (through  megaphone).  Thou  art  Alexander. 

ALL.  He's  right  ! 

FLICKER.  Thou  art  called  Great. 

BAREIA.  Isn't  he  clever  ?  Much  better  than  the 
phrenologist  on  the  Brighton  pier. 

ARISTOTLE.  Marvellous  ! 

ALEXANDER.  Canst  thou  tell  us  who  will  win  the 
battle  ? 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Ah,  this  is  more  to  the  point  ! 

ALL.  This  is  good. 

GENERAL.  Tell  us  who  is  the  best  general  ? 

BAREIA.  Silence,  conceited  one  ! 

ALEXANDER.  Your  answer  to  my  question  ? 

FLICKER  (mysteriously).  The  side  which  wins  will 
be  victorious. 

ALL.  Isn't  it  marvellous  ? 


42  ALEXANDER  THE  GREAT 

ALEXANDER.  I  thank  you,  Ammon.  It  is  now  cer- 
tain I  shall  win. 

ARISTOTLE.  Can  you  tell  us  any  more  ? 

FLICKER.  I  can.  Aristotle  is  meet  to  be  exter- 
minated ! 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Ha,  ha  !     Quite  good  ! 

ARISTOTLE.  Silence,  alien  dog  ! 

FLICKER.  I  should  keep  a  wary  eye  on  the  Master 
of  the  Garage. 

BAREIA.  What  did  I  tell  you  ? 

FLICKER.  I  should  advise  the  Mistress  of  the  Robes 
to  shave  her  moustache. 

ALL.  Good  !     One  for  you,  Bareia. 

ALEXANDER.  Enough.  Ring  off.  I  know  all.  Train 
the  guns;  commence  the  cannonade. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  No  ammunition.     Aha  ! 

GENERAL.  I  can  see  the  enemy  trembling  from  here. 

ALEXANDER.  Are  you  ready  ?   Fire. 

(Excitement.    No  result.) 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  The  wet  seems  to  have  got  into 
the  guns.  If  you  take  my  advice,  you  will  try  and 
starve  them  out. 

GENERAL.  A  preposterous  suggestion,  sir  ! 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Make  a  better  ! 

(Discomfiture  of  GENERAL.) 

BAREIA.  Where  is  the  Queen  ? 

ALEXANDER.  She  went  to  call  on  some  friends.  She 
will  be  back  soon. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI  (aside).  She  won't. 

ALEXANDER.  After  the  fighting,  a  little  relaxation. 
Dr.  Aristotle  will  now  deliver  his  well-known  lecture 
on  Grammar.  He  has  kindly  consented  to  you  all 
hearing  him  to-day. 
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ALL.  Oh,  thank  you,  sir. 

ARISTOTLE.  Not  at  all.  (Pompously)  Now  sit  round: 
week's  order  !  That  is  right.  Amo  is  my  subject.  As 
you  all  know,  this  is  a  very  interesting  verb. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Ha,  ha  ! 

ARISTOTLE.  Silence  over  there  !  In  my  vast  experi- 
ence as  a  lecturer  in  all  the  continents,  I  find  it  is  my 
most  popular  discourse. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI  (yawning).  Oh  ! 

ARISTOTLE.  Now,  my  pupil,  "  Thou  shalt  be  loved." 

ALEXANDER.  Let  me  see,  that  is  perfect.      (Laughter.) 

ARISTOTLE.  No,  no  !  "  To  be  loved  "  is  perfect,  I 
know,  but  not  the  perfect  tense.  It  is  the  future. 

(Loud  applause,  led  by  HOBBSITCHSINGHI.) 

ARISTOTLE.  I  now  pass  on,  intelligent  listeners,  to 
the  future  perfect.  That  is  a  most  interesting  tense — 
(ALEXANDER,  BAREIA,  BALBUS,  soldiers  exeunt  yawning) 
— a  tense  which  by  its  very  name  implies  futurity  and 
perfection. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Hear,  hear  !  [Exits  R.  3. 

ARISTOTLE.  Thank  you.  It  should,  of  course,  only 
be  used  on  special  occasions.  Why,  they  are  not 
attending  !  Only  Buckelephas  seems  to  be  listening 
(BUCKELEPHAS  has  strolled  on  L.  3).  Thanks,  kindly 
steed,  you  are  the  only  intelligent  one  here.  Come 
and  let  us  discuss  ethics  outside. 

[ARISTOTLE  goes  off  L.  3  with  BUCKELEPHAS,  talk- 
ing all  the  way.) 

Enter  FLICKER  disguised  as  a  reporter  in  flashy  get-up 

L.  2. 

FLICKER.  All  asleep.  H'm  !  I  want  to  interview 
old  Aleck,  and  hear  what  he  thinks  of  the  oracle.  Ha  ! 
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ROXANA  enters,  and,  lying  on  a  log,  goes  to  sleep. R. 

ALEXANDER  (waking).  Hullo  !     Where  am  I  ? 

B AREI A  (waking) .  Oh  !     Time  to  get  up  ? 

BALBUS  (waking).  What's  happened  ?  Why,  we've 
all  been  to  sleep  during  the  lecture. 

ALEXANDER.  Who  are  you  ?     Run  away  ! 

FLICKER.  My  lord,  I'm  the  reporter  for  the  Indian 
News,  and  wish  to  hear  your  account  of  the  fight  and  the 
oracle  for  the  evening  edition. 

ALEXANDER.  Oh,  we  fought  with  Titanic  vigour.  My 
men  are  not  yet  quite  used  to  the  pace  of  the  ground. 

FLICKER.  And  your  views  of  the  oracle  ? 

ALEXANDER.  That  was  very  satisfactory.  I  shall  un- 
doubtedly win 

FLICKER.  He,  he  !  And  now  a  few  items  for  the  per- 
sonal column. 

ALEXANDER.  I  was  born  of  poor  but  respectable 
parents  at  Susa  by  the  Sea.  I  was  educated  at  Marl- 
borough  and  Magdalen;  hence  my  excellent  manners 
and  extraordinary  skill  at  games.  I  had  an  average  of 
•07  at  my  private  school. 

FLICKER.  Thank  you,  sir. 

BALBUS.  Don't  you  wish  to  interview  me  ? 

FLICKER.  Not  now,  sir.  You  can  all  go  to  sleep  again. 

[Slips  off  L.  3. 

ROXANA  (awaking  ;  soft  music  of  her  song) .  Where 
am  I  ?  I  dreamed  I  was  at  home  again,  gambolling  on 
the  green  lawn,  with  the  birds  making  discords  in  the 
fruit-trees.  Alas!  it  was  but  a  dream;  I  am  still  a 

prisoner  in  the  hands  of  the  Indians.  Where  is ? 

Why,  they  are  all  gone.  Can  the  war  be  over,  and  they  have 
left  me  here  to  die  ?  Ah,  me  !  Can  I  escape  ?  No,  these 
cords  are  tightly  bound.  (Begins  to  sing  softly  her  song.) 
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SOLO  BY   ROXANA. 

Music  by  W.  S.  Case. 

I  know  a  garden,  where  blows  the  eglantine, 
Where  roses  red  and  white  in  garlands  intertwine. 
There  when  I  wander  to  pluck  the  flowers  that  grow, 
Each  little  floweret  its  message  whispers  low. 

See  how  the  soft  wind,  rustling  through  the  trees, 
Sets  the  golden  daffodils  a-dancing  in  the  breeze. 
See  how  the  foxglove  waves  its  tiny  bell 
Down  in  the  glade,  where  the  fairies  dwell. 

There  the  drowsy  poppy  droops  its  sleepy  head 
Like  sleepy  children  who  long  to  be  abed. 
Lilies  tall  and  violets  in  sweet  profusion  grow 
Happy  and  glad  in  the  garden  that  I  know. 

FLICKER  (dashes  in  L.  3).  Why,  it's  my  little  maid 
singing  !  and  she  is  a  prisoner.  This  cannot  be.  Let 
me  think.  Ah  !  Buckelephas  shall  rescue  her.  (Runs 
off  L.  3  and  brings  on  BUCKELEPHAS.)  Now,  you  must 
go  and  fetch  your  kind  mistress  home.  But  tread 
softly;  the  Indians  may  return. 

ROXANA.  I  hear  fairy  steps.  Why,  it's  dear  Bucky  ! 
Rescue  me,  dear. 

(BUCKELEPHAS  bursts  open  the  door  and  brings  her 
out.    FLICKER  burns  the  cords.) 

ROXANA.  Wake  up,  wake  up  ! 

ALEXANDER.  What's  all  this  noise  about  ? 

ROXANA.  Why,  it's  your  little  Roxana,  safe  from  the 
hands  of  the  Indians. 

ALEXANDER.  Indians  ? 

ROXANA.  Yes,  they  caught  me  unawares. 

ALEXANDER.  I  must  avenge  this  instantly. 

ROXANA.  And  you,  dear  old  Bucky,  rescued  me 
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ALEXANDER.  Did  he  ?  I  make  you  Knight  Com- 
mander of  the  Swimming  Bath.  Quick,  men,  to  arms  ! 
Avenge  my  little  one  ! 

(They  dash  to  arms.     Yells.     In  rush  the  Indians 
R.  2  and  3.  A  fight.  Indians  throw  paper  darts, 
which  Macedonians  catch  on  shields,  and  reply 
with  cannons.     Indians  fly  off  again.} 
Victory,    my   men — a   glorious  victory !     What    did 
grandfather  say  ? 

(They  sit  and  rest.  Indians  creep  in  cautiously. 
HOBBSITCHSINGHI  enters  R.  3  with  BIG  LITTLE 
SUM.) 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  You  traitor  !     She  has  escaped. 
HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  I  did  not  save  her. 
BIG    LITTLE    SUM.    I    think    you    play    a    double 
game. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Enough  of  this  nonsense,  sir.  I 
will  wait  till  you  recover.  [Goes  off  R.  3. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  I'm  sick  of  this  siege.  Let  us  settle 
it  by  single  combat. 

INDIANS.  Yes,  Great  One,  yes. 

ONE  LEG  (comes  through  wall).  The  King  would 
settle  the  fight  by  single  combat. 

ALEXANDER.  A  fine  idea.     I  will  fight  myself. 
ROXANA.  Oh,  Aleck,  don't. 

ALEXANDER.  For  the  honour  of  Macedon,  my  dear. 
ROXANA.  I  understand. 

ALEXANDER.  Come,  sir;  and  you,  my  men,  keep  a 
wary  eye  on  these  treacherous  Indians. 

(Single  combat.    ALECK  and  BIG  LITTLE  SUM. 
Armies'  cheers.    After  a  struggle,  ALEXANDER 
wins.) 
MACEDONIAN.  Slay  him  ! 
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ALEXANDER.  No.  ...     He  is  too  brave.     I  give  you 
your  life.     (Trumpeting  off.)     What  is  that  ? 

BIG   LITTLE   SUM.  Your   elephant    pursuing    Hobb- 
sitchsinghi,  our  spy. 
ALEXANDER.  Spy  ! 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  He  tried  to  poison  you,  and  now 
turns  on  us  by  letting  the  Queen  escape. 

(Groans    by  Indians   and   Macedonian    soldiers. 
Yells.    HOBBSITCHSINGHI  runs  in  L.  3,  pur- 
sued by  BUCKELEPHAS  making  a  fiendish  noise. 
Climbs  on  rock  at  back.   Soldiers  cover  him  with 
weapons.  ALEXANDER  soothes  BUCKELEPHAS.) 
HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  Men,  let  me  speak.     (Growls.)   Do 
I  look  like  a  traitor  ?     (Yells  of  "  Yes!")  No,  my  clear 
blue  eyes  can  only  reflect  innocence.     (Laughter.)     I 
have  always  worn  the  white  flower  of  a  blameless  life. 
I  see  you  believe  me.     ("  No,  no  !    Duck  him  in  the 
river!")      Still     trust     me,    men,    and    I    will    serve 
you  all. 

ALEXANDER.  Enough.     Give  him  up  to  me. 
ROXANA.    Oh,    spare    him,    Aleck.     Exile    him     to 
Cambridge  or  Timbuctoo,  but  no  bloodshed. 

ALEXANDER.  Very  well,  dear.    You  are  free,  but  you 
may  speak  to  none  of  us  again. 

HOBBSITCHSINGHI.  olfwt.  raAcui/a !     Woe,  woe  ! 
ALEXANDER.  Now,  come,  Aristotle,  bring  forth  the 
treaty,  and  let  us  sign  our  federation. 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  Great  King,  we  are  your  vassals 
henceforth.    Sign,  please. 

(ALEXANDER  and  BIG  LITTLE  SUM  sign  papers. 

Cheers.) 

BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  In  return  I  beg  a  favour 
ALEXANDER.  It  is  granted,  brave  chief. 
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BIG  LITTLE  SUM.  I  ask  the  hand  of  that  lovely  dame 
to  be  my  wife. 

BAREIA.  Oh,  this  is  so  sudden  !     I  am  yours. 

ARISTOTLE.  Spurned,  by  my  halibut. 

ALEXANDER.  Now  everyone  is  pleased.  No  one  can 
deny  the  inspired  saying  of  the  oracle  that  Alexander 
is  great.  (FLICKER  heard  laughing  off.) 

(The  Finale  is  sung.  All  grouped  on  stage  ex- 
cepting FLICKER  and  the  Fireflies.  ALEX- 
ANDER and  ROXANA  R.C.  BIG  LITTLE  SUM 
and  BAREIA  L.  c.  ARISTOTLE,  BALBUS, 
GENERAL,  HOBBSITCHSINGHI,  R.  of  ALEX- 
ANDER. ONE  LEG,  OFF  SIDE  L.  of  BIG 
LITTLE  SUM.  BUCKELEPHAS  curled  up  c. 
Macedonians  and  Indians  lined  up  behind 
and  at  sides.) 

CHORUS.     (Tune,  "  Wedding  March.") 

Triumphant  now  is  our  gallant  hero ; 
The  spy  is  vanished,  his  plans  are  down  to  zero. 
Alexander  and  his  Roxy, 
Dr.  Aristotle  the  Coxy  ! 
Big  Sum  and  Bareia, 
And  Hobbsitchsinghi  the  pariah, 
Will  all  go   the  same  way  home  to  our  triumphing 

Susa; 

We'll  all  go  the  same  way  home,  the  victor  and  the 
loser. 

(The  picture  is  held  awhile.) 
CURTAIN. 

(FLICKER  comes  in  front  of  the  curtain  to  speak 
the  Epilogue.  Fireflies  on  R.  and  L.  in  front.) 

Gentlemen  and  ladies  here 
Will  wonder  why  we  do  appear: 
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For  you  must  have  had  enough 

Of  this  turgid,  foolish  stuff. 

Pity  us:  the  author's  wand 

Can  no  longer  fees  command: 

And  we  timid  little  sprites 

Only  live  for  these  three  nights. 

If  from  the  footlights  flickering  fun 

Hath  warmed  your  hearts,  then  we  have  done 

All  we  desire:  please,  on  your  part, 

Give  us  a  clap  as  we  depart. 

(The  curtain  is  suddenly  raised.  FLICKER 
fades  into  the  centre  of  the  picture  and  the 
Fireflies  on  to  either  side.} 


QUEEN  BRIDGET  AND  THE 
DRAGON 


\ 


QUEEN  BRIDGET  AND  THE  DRAGON 

A  Fantasy  in  Two  Acts 

PLOT. 

QUEEN  BRIDGET  of  Suffragia  is  the  stern  ruler  of  her  country, 
where  men  are  only  tolerated  to  do  all  the  work,  and  marriage 
is  prohibited.  The  adjoining  estate  belongs  to  Sir  Arthur  de 
Googly — also  sworn  to  celibacy — with  whom  some  Knights  of 
the  Circular  Table  are  spending  the  week-end.  While  they  are 
out  shooting,  the  Hall  is  invaded  by  some  followers  of  the  Queen 
bent  on  spying.  There  they  meet  the  discoverer  of  the  Elixir 
of  Love,  who  pours  some  of  his  potion  in  Arthur's  glass.  This 
Arthur  drinks  on  his  return,  and  being  affected  at  once,  sends  a 
challenge  to  the  Queen,  who  has  insulted  him,  saying  that  he 
will  make  her  his  betrothed  in  two  days.  The  same  day  the 
Queen  is  to  unveil  a  statue  of  Mrs.  Pankhurst,  and  Arthur, 
discovering  this,  dresses  as  a  dragon,  and  gets  on  to  the  pedestal 
himself  !  Then,  before  the  Queen  comes  on  to  perform  the 
ceremony,  the  Physician,  not  to  be  outdone,  pours  some  of  the 
elixir  into  the  Queen's  glass.  She  uncovers  the  statue,  and  in 
fear  accepts  a  challenge  of  Arthur  to  play  a  golf  match.  If  she 
wins,  Arthur  is  to  go  without  harming  anyone;  but  if  he  wins, 
she  must  be  his  betrothed.  After  great  excitement,  Arthur  wins 
by  a  stroke,  and  takes  off  his  disguise.  The  Queen  at  once  falls 
into  his  arms  with  joy,  being  forced  by  the  potion  she  has  swal- 
lowed, and  the  curtain  goes  down  to  the  sound  of  wedding  bells. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS 

QUEEN  BRIDGET  OF  SUFFRAGIA,  a  sworn  spinster. 

HER  CHIEF  CADDY. 

THE  PREMIER. 

FIRST  LADY  OF  THE  AEROPLANITY. 

RUGGERS , 

SOCCER  }her  SWgtng  pageS- 

SIR  ARTHUR  DE  GOOGLY,  a  sworn  bachelor. 

BARON  LANCELOT  THE  LAZY        > 

BARON  PARSIFAL  THE  PRICELESS  I 

„  ~  Y Knights  of  the  Circular  Table. 

BARON  GALAHAD  THE  GRUMPY     j 

BARON  BENEDIC  THE  BURBLER    J 

A  PHYSICIAN,  discoverer  of  the  Elixir  of  Love. 

Chorus  of  KNIGHTS  and  SUFFRAGIAN  LADIES  and  PEASANTS. 

ACT  I. 
Arthur's  baronial  hall. 

ACT  II. 
The  Queen's  Park. 


Produced  at  Summer  Fields,  Oxford,  191 1. 
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QUEEN  BRIDGET  AND  THE 
DRAGON 

ACT  I 

Scene  :  Baronial  hall.  A  bare  hall  with  grey  pillars.  A 
view  of  the  country  is  seen  through  the  window.  The 
four  Barons  discovered  asleep  in  their  chairs  at  four 
corners  of  the  stage.  LANCELOT  is  a  blase  sort  of 
person ;  GALAHAD,  surly  and  sulky,  though  for- 
giving in  the  end  ;  PARSIFAL,  a  pattern  of  virtues, 
deliberate  in  action  and  speech  ;  BENEDIC,  a  boaster, 
not  for  reward,  but  simply  for  sake  of  talking. 
Before  curtain  goes  up,  introduction  of  "  Druid's 
Prayer "  softly  played.  Lights  are  dim,  and  as 
curtain  ascends  figures  are  seen  flitting  about 
singing  the  "Motif  of  Love." 

OPENING  CHORUS. 

Fools,  that  lie  there  lazy  sleeping, 
Little  dream  of  what  is  peeping 
Through  the  casements  of  the  world, 
Spreading  o'er  hearts  like  a  banner  unfurled — 
Love  is  not  for  such  as  you,  that  spurn  it  with  a 
heart  untrue; 

But  'twill  come,  we  say, 

To  your  hearts  one  day. 

[Shapes  disappear. 

(Lights  up.  GALAHAD  wakes  up  slowly ;  after- 
wards waking  the  others,  and  pretending  not  to 
have  slept.) 
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GALAHAD.  Oh  !  who's  there  ?  Time  to  get  up  ?  Oh 
(laughing),  why,  here  we  are  all  asleep  in  the  middle 
of  the  morning.  Twelve  of  the  clock,  by  my  troth. 
What  lazy  dogs  we  are  !  Here,  wake  up,  Parsifal. 
Hey! 

PARSIFAL  (waking).  Hullo  !  Do  let  me  get  a  little 
sleep.  It's  not  breakfast-time  yet.  Do  go  away. 

GALAHAD  (surly).  Get  up  !  It's  twelve  already,  and 
you  all  sleeping  like  logs,  while  I  (inventing) — ahem  ! — 
have  been  taking  a  long  walk. 

PARSIFAL.  Oh  well,  but  we  won't  let  the  others  rest. 
Come  on,  Benedic.  Here,  Lancelot,  wake  up  !  A  lot  of 
use  you'll  be  for  lancing  ogres  and  dragons  after  lunch 
if  you  laze  all  day.  What  is  the  chivalry  of  the  Middle 
Ages  coming  to  ?  Here  are  Galahad  and  I  full  of  energy 
after  our  morning  swim. 

GALAHAD  (aside).  Which  we  took  four  hours  ago. 
Ha,  ha  ! 

BENEDIC.  Any  signs  of  our  host  yet  ?  This  is  a  nice 
house  to  stay  in — meals  when  you  like.  I  always  do  as 
I  like. 

LANCELOT.  Oh,  you  only  think  of  eating,  Benedic. 
What's  the  good  of  you  ?  Always  bragging  about  what 
you  do.  How  many  Princesses  have  you  rescued  lately  ? 
None,  I  know. 

GALAHAD.  Yes,  he's  the  worst  knight  we've  ever  had 
at  the  Circular  Table.  I  can't  think  how  he  was  ever 
elected.  He's  nearly  as  lazy  as  you  are,  Lance.  WThy, 
what's  your  average  in  slain  dragons  this  year,  Benedic  ? 

BENEDIC.  Oh,  it's  the  close  season  for  dragons  now. 
(Changing  subject)  How  like  Arthur  to  be  asleep  on  a 
lovely  day  like  this,  while  we,  his  fellow-warriois,  are 
full  of  energy ! 
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GALAHAD  (surly).  Oh,  Arthur  was  up  late  last  night 
again. 

PARSIFAL.  Oh,  playing  billiards  ? 

GALAHAD.  No,  dancing.     He's  a  gay  young  fellow. 

PARSIFAL.  But  a  nobler  knight  never  breathed.  He 
ought  to  marry. 

BENEDIC.  Yes,  marry  old  Bridget,  I  suppose  !  They'd 
make  a  grand  pair.  He's  sworn,  and  so  has  she,  never  to 
marry.  That's  his  life  motto.  I  cogitate  that  the  dance 
accounts  for  his  tardy  arrival. 

GALAHAD.  Don't  use  long  words  you  don't  understand. 

LANCELOT.  We  shan't  do  much  good  with  the  part- 
ridges if  he  doesn't  come  soon.  We  are  shooting  the 
"  Three  Fields  "  to-day. 

PARSIFAL.  What  a  row  there'll  be  over  that  bird  we 
sent  on  to  Queen  Bridget's  land.  She'll  be  furious. 
One  of  the  beaters  told  me  that  a  spy  of  hers  saw  us,  so 
we  had  better  be  on  our  guard.  Oh,  I  wish  we  could 
make  Arthur  marry  her  !  Ever  been  in  love,  Galahad  ? 

GALAHAD.  Yes,  once — she  rejected  me. 

BENEDIC.  Oh  !     Was  she  small  ? 

GALAHAD  (surly).  No. 

BENEDIC.  Was  she  middle  height  ? 

GALAHAD.  No. 

BENEDIC.  Was  she  tall  ? 

GALAHAD.  As  the  Eiffel  Tower;  but  she  would  not 
have  me. 

BENEDIC.  How  truly  pathetic  ! 

GALAHAD.  Not  at  all.  (Romantically)  "  'Tis  better  to 
have  loved  and  lost,  than  never  to  have  loved  her  tall." 

(Laughter.) 

PARSIFAL.  Oh,  you  are  the  limit.  I've  never  heard 
anything  so  bad  since  I  was  in  "  Lower  School." 
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Enter  R.  SIR  ARTHUR,  brightly  dressed,  accompanied  by 
rest  of  Knights. 

ARTHUR.  Morning,  boys.     What !  lunch  not  ready  ? 

GALAHAD.  We  thought  breakfast  was  more  in  your  line. 

ARTHUR.  Why,  I  had  it  hours  ago.  I've  just  slain 
the  Giant  of  Gradatim  Castle.  (Cheers.)  And  what 
have  you  been  doing  ? 

(ARTHUR  c.,  two  each  side  of  him.) 

ALL  (embarrassed).  Oh — er — just  slouched  about  ! 

LANCELOT.  You  are  jolly  late,  Arthur. 

ARTHUR.  Now,  then,  none  of  your  insolence,  or  you 
will  be  deprived  of  your  Barony. 

GALAHAD.  One  for  you  !  But  what  about  this  lunch 
we've  heard  so  much  about  ? 

ARTHUR.  All  right.  You  wait  till  last  for  being  a 
greedy  little  Baron  !  Ho,  there,  wenches  and  varlets  ! 
Bring  forth  savoury  viands.  Hurry,  hurry  !  or  I'll  lay 
my  sword  about  your  backs  ! 

(The  round  table  brought  on  with  food  and  placed  c. 
ARTHUR  sits  c.,  BARONS  each  side,  sideways, 
to  the  audience.) 

Sit  down  !     Well,  I've  secured  the  lady  beaters  for  to- 
day to  see  what  old  Bridget  will  say.     Ha,  ha  ! 

GALAHAD.  The  men  at  her  Court  get  a  very  thin 
time — all  the  work  and  no  pay.  No  votes,  no  rights — 
only  the  women  get  them  in  Suffragia.  I  met  her 
Chief  Caddy  at  the  club  the  other  day,  and  he  tells  me 
she's  a  perfect  bogey. 

ARTHUR.  She's  like  me  in  one  way.  We  are  both 
sworn  never  to  marry.  I  pity  the  man  she  weds  !  But 
I've  got  quite  enough  to  do  here:  battles  to  fight,  and 
the  Feudal  System  to  look  after. 
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GALAHAD.  H'm  !     Few  duller  things  than  that  ! 

PARSIFAL.  Yes;  she's  got  two  slaves — Rugger  and 
Soccer — who  work  all  day,  not  allowed  to  use  hands,  and 
they  mayn't  speak  a  word — they  have  to  sing  every- 
thing ! 

ARTHUR.  I  agree.  It's  disgraceful  the  way  she  treats 
our  sex.  I  am  for  avenging  it.  Who  goes  with  me  ? 

LANCELOT  (bored).  Oh,  it's  rather  a  bore.  I  am  too 
tired. 

ARTHUR.  Oh,  you  stir  your  stumps.  You've  got  to 
come. 

BENEDIC  (bragging).  I'll  make  her  sit  up.  She  fears 
me  dreadfully. 

ARTHUR.  Oh  yes;  anyone  would  fear  you — boasting 
puppy  ! 

GALAHAD  (sulkily).  That's  right.  Drag  us  out  of  this 
cosy  room. 

PARSIFAL.  Grumpy  old  thing  !  Come  on  !  It's  no 
good  casting  pearls  before  swine — eh,  Arthur  ? 

ARTHUR.  I  am  sick  of  inaction.  For  three  weeks  not 
a  dragon  has  been  slain  or  a  Princess  rescued. 

Trumpets.  Enter  R.  RUGGER  and  SOCCER,  suitably  clad. 
They  chant  all  their  remarks ;  stand  in  awe  of 
SIR  ARTHUR. 

RUGGER  and  SOCCER  (chanting).  An  embassy  from 
Queen  Bridget. 

ARTHUR.  Speak  on,  you  scoundrels  !  What  would 
the  mouldy  Queen  ? 

RUGGER.  Please,  your  Grace  ! 

SOCCER.  Please,  your  Grace  ! 

ARTHUR.  You're  disgracing  yourselves,  you  know. 
Out  with  it  quickly,  as  you  value  your  lives. 
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RUGGER.  Her  Majesty  bids  me  say 


SOCCER.  The  Queen  would  assure  you- 


ARTHUR.  One  at  a  time.  Make  your  statements 
clearly  and  concisely,  like  Euclid.  Now,  then,  general 
enunciation. 

RUGGER.  Her  Majesty  says  that  yesterday 

ARTHUR.  Particular  enunciation. 


SOCCER.  At  11.57  precisely  she  saw  you  carry  off 

ARTHUR.  Construction,  please. 

RUGGER.  Put  what  construction  on  it  you  please — a 
partridge  from  her  land. 
ARTHUR.  Proof. 

SOCCER.  One  of  her — agents — saw  it  from  a  hole  on 
the  Fifth  Green. 

ARTHUR.  Well,  here  is  my  answer.  Bid  her  spies 
attend  to  their  own  business,  and  tell  your  Queen  that 
her  next  messenger  will  have  his — nut  removed  ! 

[Exeunt  RUGGER  and  SOCCER. 

ARTHUR.  What  insolence  !  Leave  me  now.  I  would 
be  alone.  Go  on  to  the  shooting,  all  of  you.  I  will 
join  you;  but  I  must  meditate  revenge. 

[BARONS  exeunt  L. 

(Lights  lowered.  ARTHUR  sleeps.  His  dream: 
Enter  one  by  one,  as  their  turn  comes  in  the 
song,  FABUL^E  FACILES  in  blue ;  GILL'S 
GEOGRAPHY  in  red  ;  HISTORY  in  brown  ;  PEN- 
DLEBURY  in  green  ;  DAILY  MIRROR  in  glassy 
green  ;  BLACKBOOK  in  black  [colour  of  dress 
denoting  colour  of  book's  cover] ;  no  make-up 
specially.  ARTHUR  sleeping  on  L.  of  stage, 
each  trips  on  R.  Having  sung  words,  joins 
the  line;  all  sing  refrain,  arm-in-arm.  As 
each  comes  on,  ARTHUR  says,  "  Who  are  you  ?") 
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THE  SONG. 

Tune,  "  Kings  and  Queen's  Song." 

FABULE;  FACILES.  I  am  one  of  your  foes  in  blue 
Like  Livy  and  Ovid  Naso ; 
I'm  done  in  Middle  III.  with  joy, 
And  loved  by  every  single  boy ! 

Refrain. 

So  palam — clam — cum — ex  and  e, 

I  am  most  surprised  to  see 

That  if  a  friend  of  yours  appear, 

You  really  do  not  seem  to  hear.    (Goes  R.) 

Verse  II. 

Enter  GILL. 

I  am  Gill's  Geography; 
I  tell  you  all  the  towns  that  be, 
Of  Nijni-Novgorod  and  Kam- 
skatka,  and  the  great  Nizam. 

Enter  HISTORY. 

I'll  join  you  two;  they  love  my  art, 
Macmillan.     Intermediate  part  ! 

Enter  PENDLEBURY. 

And  H.C.F.  and  L.C.M., 

And  factors — everyone  loves  them  ! 

Refrain  by  All. 

So — William  Rufus  !     Mississippi  f 
We  are  most  annoyed  to  see 
That  when  four  friends  of  yours  appear 
You  really  do  not  seem  to  hear.      (Go  R.) 
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Verse  III. 
Enter  DAILY  MIRROR. 

I  am  one  of  the  things  you  like — 
I  tell  you  of  aeroplane  and  bike, 
Of  cricket  and  of  billiards,  too, 
Of  politics  and  of  the  Zoo. 

Enter  BLACKBOOK. 

I  may  seem  a  trifle  grim ; 
My  clothes  are  rather  dark  and  dim. 
I'm  very  sad.     They  all  love  you, 
But  none  love  me — I  fear  it's  true. 

Refrain  by  All. 

But  whatever  book  you  like  to  read, 
They  all  will  tell  you  of  your  need ; 
To  Arthur  we  throw  down  the  glove. 
You  really  ought  to  fall  in  love. 

(They  dance  off  backwards  R.  in  line  with  fantastic 
gesture,  repeating  the  chorus.  Lights  full. 
ARTHUR  awakes.) 

ARTHUR.  Ugh  !  What  a  dream  !  They  all  tell  me  of 
love.  I  can't  get  away  from  it.  Gracious  !  how  late ! 
I  must  hurry  after  the  others.  {Runs  off  R. 

Enter  quietly  L.  Queen's  followers,  Suffragian  Men  and 
Women,  and  crowd,  PREMIER,  CADDY,  RUGGER  and 
SOCCER,  etc.  ;  not  the  QUEEN. 

PREMIER.  Now  quietly,  all  of  you.    Not  a  word. 
CADDY.  At  any  sound  hide  at  once.     If  we  are  dis- 
covered, our  lives  are  forfeit.     Now  the  villains  are 
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away  we  can  search  in  comfort.     Anyone  finding  any- 
thing of  value  to  our  Queen,  report  to  me. 

(ALL  search.) 

PREMIER.  What  an  untidy  room  !    Everything  messy. 

CADDY.  Look  at  it — cigars  left  about.  I'll  pocket  a 
few  to  smoke  when  Her  Majesty  is  not  looking.  Hullo  ! 
What's  this  ? 

PREMIER.  Give  it  me.  Jove !  listen,  all  of  you. 
(They  crowd  round.)  An  insult  to  our  Queen — an  ode 
by  that  odious  Arthur.  (Groans.  Reads  paper.) 

A  beauteous  maiden  is  Bridget ; 

Divine  is  her  nose  and  its  bridge — it 

Drives  frenzied  and  farther 

Her  young  lover  Arthur ; 

For  her  smile  and  her  squint  he  doth  fidget. 

Signed  Arthur  de  Googly.     This  must  to  the  Queen  ! 
A  find  !     Come,  all  of  you. 

As  they  go  offL.,  enter  R.  the  PHYSICIAN — old  man  with 
grey  beard,  carrying  a  huge  jug  ;  he  wears  a  college 
cap  and  hood. 

ALL.  Why,  who's  this  ? 

CADDY.  Some  itinerant  aeronaut,  methinks. 

PHYSICIAN.  I  am  the  medical  expert. 

CADDY.  Oh  !  and  how  do  you  make  that  out  ?  And 
what's  that  you've  got  round  your  neck  ? 

PHYSICIAN.  I  am  an  M.A.  of  Kamskatka  University. 
Swear  you  will  not  reveal  my  secret  if  I  tell  you. 

ALL.  We  promise. 

(The  "  Love  Motif"  valse,  played  softly  as  at  be- 
ginning, down  to  "  music  ceases.") 

PHYSICIAN.  I  have  discovered  the  Elixir  of  Love. 
Anyone  who  drinks  of  this  falls  in  love  at  once.  Romeo 
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had  some — so  did  Juliet.     Does  anyone  desire  to  taste 
of  it? 

CADDY.  By  Jupiter  !  I  have  an  idea. 

PREMIER.  Oh,  come,  we  can't  believe  that  ! 

CADDY.  Put  some  in  that  glass — it  belongs  to  Sir 
Arthur,  and  he's  a  sworn  bachelor. 

PHYSICIAN.  I  will.  Pay  me,  sir.  That  will  be 
three  shillings  and  sixpence.  It's  twopence  a  gill,  or 
noggin.  Here,  then,  is  the  love-giving  potion.  Sink, 
elixir,  into  the  glass  of  Sir  Arthur,  and  mingle  with 
the  ruby  wine.  There  !  (Music  ceases.)  (Aside)  And 
now  I'll  put  some  in  Queen  Bridget's  cup,  and  we'll 
make  a  match  of  it.  Ha,  ha  !  Not  a  word  of  this. 

PREMIER.  Come  to  the  Queen's  Court. 

[Exeunt  ALL  L. 

Enter  R.  ARTHUR  and  the  other  Barons  from  the  chase, 
carrying  "  bag." 

ARTHUR.  What  a  day  !  Still,  it's  not  a  bad  bag:  four 
dragons,  one  ogre,  and  three  snipe.  By  the  way, 
Lancelot,  you  owe  us  a  fine  of  five  pounds  for  shooting 
a  beater.  (They  laugh  as  he  pays  up.) 

BENEDIC.  Well,  what  is  it  ?  Tea  on  the  lawn,  Arthur  ? 

ARTHUR.  No,  here.  Bring  food  and  drink.  Ho 
varlets,  quickly  !  I  am  thirsty.  Ah  !  here's  a  glass. 
Your  health,  friends.  (Drinks  out  of  the  drugged  cup.) 
Come,  hurry  !  Good  !  Ugh  !  What  a  queer  taste ! 
Quite  strong,  like  a  drug.  Come  on;  eat,  all  of  you. 

Trumpets.    Enter  RUGGER  and  SOCCER  R. 
ARTHUR.  Oh,  what  do  you  want  this  time  ? 
RUGGER  (chants).  An  embassage  from  the  Queen. 
SOCCER  (chants).  She  bids  you  apologise  for  referring 
in 


QUEEN  BRIDGET  AND  THE  DRAGON   65 

RUGGER  (chants).  An  ode  to  her  nose  ! 

GALAHAD.  Oh,  clap  'em  in  the  club  dungeon  ! 

ARTHUR.  No.  Stay  !  (Aside)  I  love  her — by  Jove  ! 
I  love  her.  (To  them)  Go,  tell  your  Queen  that  within 
two  days  she  will  be  my  betrothed. 

PARSIFAL.  Is  he  mad  ? 

GALAHAD.  Arthur  talking  of  love  ? 

ARTHUR  (aside).  I  love  her.  I  don't  know  why  it  is, 
but  I  love  her.  (To  them)  Go  \  It's  a  wager — by  my 
knighthood  I  swear  it.  Charge  your  glasses,  friends, 
and  wish  me  good  luck. 

ALL.  Good  luck,  Arthur. 

CHORUS  AND  CURTAIN. 

(ARTHUR  standing  c.  behind  table,  two  Barons 
each  side,  all  with  raised  glasses.  RUGGER 
and  SOCCER  by  door.  CHORUS  singing.) 

Tune,  "  Druid's  Prayer." 

Now  with  slow,  mysterious  feeling, 
Dreamy  thoughts  of  Love  are  stealing 
Through  the  caverns  of  our  breasts, 
Bidding  us  do  her  Imperial  behests. 
He,  who  once  did  loathe  and  spurn  her, 
In  her  beauty  doth  discern  her — 
For  none  can  withstand 
Her  stern  command. 


ACT  II 

Scene  :  QUEEN  BRIDGET'S  park.  A  pretty  outdoor  scene, 
gaily  adorned  with  festoons  and  flags.  Back  c.  a  veiled 
statue.  Citizens  all  grouped  about,  waiting  for  arrival 
of  the  QUEEN.  The  CHIEF  CADDY  is  strutting  up 
and  down  keeping  order. 

CADDY  comes  forward. 

CADDY.  Now,  then,  keep  back  there;  you  must  leave 
plenty  of  room.  All  right,  young  man  !  If  you  throw 
any  more  oranges,  I'll  send  for  the  police.  It  strikes 
me  that  /  do  all  the  work  here — policeman,  caddy, 
treasurer,  magistrate — all  of  'em.  I  advise  you  to 
behave  there.  The  Queen's  in  a  tearing  rage  this 
morning.  She  cut  herself  shaving  !  Look  alive  !  Here 
they  come — make  room  ! 

L.,  Enter  in  procession,  to  tune  of  "  Let's  all  go  down  the 
Strand,"  PREMIER,  FIRST  LADY,  PHYSICIAN,  walk- 
ing backwards  before  the  QUEEN.  RUGGER  and 
SOCCER  hold  over  her  a  huge  umbrella  decked  in 
Siiffragias  colours.  Music  and  martial  chorus  as 
they  come  on,  and  group,  leaving  the  QUEEN  back  c., 
RUGGER  and  SOCCER  holding  canopy  over  her. 

Time,  "  Let's  all  go  down  the  Strand." 

Let's  all  go  down  the  road 
(Picking  up  the  cheesers  !) 

Coming  from  the  Queen's  abode 
(Like  so  many  Caesars). 
66 
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Suffragians  bold  are  we, 
Very  impudent  and  free — 
Let's  all  go  down  the  road  ! 

QUEEN.  My  gallant  Court,  good-morning. 
ALL  (bowing).  Good-day,  your  Majesty. 
QUEEN.  I  hope  I  find  you  fit  ? 
ALL.  As  the  proverbial  fiddle. 

QUEEN.  I'm   tolerably  salubrious  myself,   and  glad 
that  you  too  are. 
ALL.  You  are  too  kind.     (Chord.)     So  few  are. 

SONG  AND  CHORUS — SOCCER. 
Tune,  "  Back  to  the  Land." 

Now,  when  a  Suffragian  goes  out  of  town, 
And  leaves  this  fair  city  of  famous  renown, 
He  very  soon  feels  a  desire  to  be  home, 
And  promises  never  again  to  roam. 

Chorus. 

And  go  back,  back,  back  to  the  land, 
To  do  what  we  can  with  both  foot  and  with 
hand. 

We'll  shoot  and  we'll  put, 

And  we'll  off-drive  and  cut, 
And  go  back,  back,  back  to  the  land. 

Our  loyalty  to  our  dear  Queen  is  well  known ; 
The  fame  of  her  firmness  of  mind  hath  flown 
To  every  place  on  this  old  hemisphere, 
For  'tis  death  for  mere  man  at  Her  Maj.  to  jeer  ! 

At  games  we  are  really  accounted  first-class, 
With  a  Caddy  at  half-back  who  knows  how  to 

"  pass." 

Very  soon  in  the  newspapers  you  will  all  read, 
"  Jn  a  Test  Match  at  Chestnuts  Suffragia  lead  I" 
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Of  course,  as  you  know,  all  the  men  here  have  sworn 
Allegiance  to  our  Leading  Lady.    This  morn 
She'll  unveil  a  statue  of  Mrs.  Pankhurst, 
Of  all  Suffragettes  she  has  suffered  the  worst  ! 

CADDY.  Your  Majesty  is  in  great  voice  to-day. 

QUEEN.  Your  welcome  is  only  fitting  from  one  of 
your  sex. 

RUGGER  and  SOCCER  (chant).  We  welcome  you  on 
behalf  of  the  males  of  your  Court. 

QUEEN.  Silence,  knaves  !  If  you  drop  that  canopy, 
I'll  remove  your  heads  !  You  men  want  keeping  in 
your  place.  My  excellent  ladies-in-waiting  can  do  the 
talking;  but  before  I  hold  my  court  of  justice  I  have  news 
for  you  that  will  make  the  blood  of  every  true  Suffragian 
boil! 

CADDY  (unctuously).  Madam,  we  await  your  story. 

QUEEN.  You'll  await  it  in  a  dungeon  if  you  interrupt 
me  again.  I  have  news  for  you  by  aerial  post,  as  my  ex- 
cellent First  Lady  of  the  Aeroplanity  will  witness — a  most 
insolent  challenge  from  that  upstart  Sir  Arthur.  (Groans.) 
He  actually  has  the  audacity  to  wager  that  in  two  days 
I — Queen  of  Suffragia,  mark  you  ! — shall  be  his  be- 
trothed. (Crowd  amazed.  Short  hum  of  talk.)  Silence 
There's  effrontery  !  I  to  be  insulted  like  this  !  Avenge 
me,  noble  Suffragians  !  I  bid  you  keep  watch.  Guard 
every  entrance  to  my  palace. 

CADDY.  Courage,  your  Majesty  ! 

PREMIER.  We  will  do  all  in  our  power  to  assist  you. 
I  speak  for  Suffragia.  Wait  and  see  ! 

QUEEN.  And  now  to  business.     Any  complaints  ? 

PREMIER.  Well,  your  Majesty,  they  complain  that  the 
Budget  is  rather  heavy.  They  don't  like  the  tax  on 
tobacco. 
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QUEEN.  Oh,  don't  they  ?     Double  it. 
PREMIER.  Very  well.    Then  Middle  III.  have  struck 
work. 

QUEEN.  Tell  them  to  come  to  me  afterwards.  Now, 
my  friends,  I  must  go  and  prepare  me  for  the  ceremony 
of  unveiling  this  statue.  All  of  you  be  here  at  twelve 
exactly. 

(Procession  offL.,  as  before,  except  CADDY,  RUGGER, 

and  SOCCER.   CADDY  c.,  RUGGER  and  SOCCER 

extreme  R.  and  L.  of  stage.     Crowd  go  off  too.) 

CADDY.  Once  more  to  work,  dear  friends — once  more. 

(All  sigh.)     Wake   up,    Rugger !     You're   half   asleep. 

You've  done  no  work  to-day,  either  of  you.     The  place 

must  be  scrupulously  clean.     Come  on  !     I  do  all  the 

work — m'yes.      Excuse    me — I  must  just  go  and  see 

a  man  about  a  dog. 

[Exit  R.     RUGGER  and  SOCCER  look  after  him  and 

whistle. 

RUGGER  (chant).  What  a  life  ! 
SOCCER.  What  a  humbug  ! 
RUGGER.  Let  us  rest. 
SOCCER.  I  would  recuperate. 

DUET  BY  RUGGER  AND  SOCCER. 
Tune,  "  I've  got  a  Hotter." 

Since  I  was  quite  a  tiny  boy, 

Long  ere  I  entered  our  Queen's  employ, 

Work  has  been  my  only  joy, 

I'm  such  an  industrious  fellow. 
I'm  not  a  rotter, 

But  this  is  a  bit  of  all  right, 
To  take  it  easy  whenever  I  can ; 
All  work  and  no  play  make  a  page  a  dull  man. 

And  this  is  true, 
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I've  found  it  so,  to  my  sorrow, 
Hard  work  like  mine  demands  plenty  of  play, 
So  I'm  never  tempted  to  do  to-day 

What  I  can  put  off  till  to-morrow. 
Ever  since  I  was  just  so  high, 
I've  had  to  curb  my  energy. 
People  in  jest  call  me  "  work-shy  " — 

They  know  nothing  about  it. 
"  Oh,  what  a  rotter  !" 

They  say  when  I  come  in  sight, 
Because  my  wonderful  diligence 
Is  held  in  check  by  my  calm  good  sense. 

Don't  try  and  work 

Against  your  inclination  ! 
You've  only  got  to  look  at  us, 
We  never  worry,  we  never  fuss, 

But  practise  Procrastination  ! 

Enter   R.    PARSIFAL,    GALAHAD,    LANCELOT,    BENEDIC, 

spying  round  ;  then  ARTHUR  slowly,  and  other  Knights. 

RUGGER.  Stay  your  ground. 

BENEDIC.  Silence,  varmint  ! 

PARSIFAL.  Say  a  word,  and  you  are  dead  men. 

ARTHUR.  Swear  to  be  silent,  and  not  to  reveal  to  any- 
one what  you  see  or  hear. 

RUGGER  and  SOCCER.  Wre  swear. 

LANCELOT.  Good  !   Coast  clear  ?  I'll  rest.  (Lies  down.) 

GALAHAD.  Get  up,  lazy  good-for-nothing,  to  work. 

ARTHUR.  Aha  !  What  have  we  here  ?  A  statue  ? 
H'm  !  Good-looking,  isn't  she  ?  Ho,  ho  !  I  have  a 
scheme.  Now,  Lance,  you're  energetic.  Run  off  and 
fetch  me  a  long  dragon- skin  as  quickly  as  you  can. 

[Exit  LANCELOT  R.  very  slowly. 

PARSIFAL.  What's  the  idea,  Arthur  ? 

ARTHUR.  Don't  you  see  ?  I'll  get  up  here  instead  of  this 
old  lady  wearing  the  skin,  and  when  the  Queen  unveils 
it,  she'll  have  such  a  shock  that  she'll  promise  me  any- 
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thing.     Now,  you  two,  remove  this  bauble  and  bury  it ; 
and,  mind,  not  a  word. 

RUGGER  and  SOCCER.  We  will  be  taciturn — as  rabbits. 

[They  carry  off  statue  R. 

Enter  LANCELOT  with  skin  R. 

ARTHUR  (aside).  I'll  win  her  yet.  Are  your  weapons 
sharp  ?  Good  !  Be  ready  by  yonder  almond-tree,  and 
when  I  whistle  come  at  once.  Now  to  your  places. 
(Exeunt  R.  I  Barons.)  What  a  great  idea !  Now, 
then,  on  with  it.  (Puts  on  skin.)  This  will  frighten  her 
into  accepting  me.  (Gets  up  on  pedestal  and  pulls  cover- 
ing over  him.) 

Enter  L.  the  PHYSICIAN  with  jug.     Waltz  music  as  before. 

PHYSICIAN.  My  plans  go  well.  Arthur,  they  tell  me, 
is  mad  with  love  for  the  Queen.  Ah  !  here  is  her  royal 
goblet.  Here  will  she  stand  to  unveil  the  statue,  and 
here  will  she  drink.  Now,  then,  for  my  potion.  Here 
it  goes  into  the  cup.  Aha  !  life's  greatest  gift.  My 
match  will  come  off  now.  (Pours  drug  in.)  Twelve 
o'clock.  She'll  be  coming  soon.  I'll  take  up  my  place 
among  the  crowd. 

(March  ;  procession  as  before.  The  Barons  creep 
into  crowd  stealthily  at  the  extreme  R.  Crowd  on 
as  before  ;  citizens  in  semicircle  starting  from 
pedestal ;  men  kept  in  background.) 

QUEEN.     Friends,  Suffragians,  countrymen,  lend  me 

your  ears; 

I  come  to  unveil  Pankhurst,  not  to  praise  her. 
The  evil  that  men  do  lives  after  them, 
What  women  can  do,  too.     So  let  it  be  with  Pank- 
hurst. 

My  throat's  quite  dry  after  that.     My  goblet.     Ho  ! 
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PHYSICIAN  (handing  it  to  her.)  Here,  your  Majesty. 

QUEEN  (drinks) .  Thanks,  gentle  medico  ! 

CADDY.  Why,  how  polite  she  is  ! 

QUEEN.  Oh,  Caddy,  how  lovely  you  look  in  that 
dress  !  I  love  you  in  it. 

ALL  (aside) .  Is  she  mad  ? 

CADDY  (aside) .  Can  this  be  our  Queen  ? 

PHYSICIAN  (aside).  The  potion  works  already. 

QUEEN  (taking  stage).  It  is  my  duty  as  President  of 
the  Committee  of  the  Woman's  Rights  Association  to 
unveil  this  statue  of  Mrs.  Pankhurst.  A  noble  piece  of 
work  it  is — the  image  of  the  greatest  woman  that  ever 
lived — except  myself,  of  course. 

ALL  (bowing).  Of  course  ! 

PREMIER.  I  voice  the  feelings  of  all  when  I  thank 
you  for  so  kindly  performing  this  imposing  cere- 
mony. 

ALL.  Hear,  hear  ! 

QUEEN.  I  thank  you.  In  the  name  of  Suffragia,  I 
declare  this  statue  the  gift  of  the  nation.  (Cheers.) 
I  am  in  love  with  the  figure  represented  there. 

(QUEEN   draws    curtain ;    amazement.      ARTHUR 
discovered.) 

ALL.  What  is  this  ? 

QUEEN.  Mercy  on  us  !    What  is  this  ? 

ARTHUR.  Promise  to  do  what  I  wish,  and  I  will  not 
harm  you. 

QUEEN.  Oh  yes,  anything — I  promise. 

ARTHUR.  Then  I  claim  you  as  my  bride  ! 

(Sensation.) 

QUEEN  (haughty.)  I  marry  a  dragon  ?     Never  ! 

ARTHUR.  Well,  I  give  you  one  more  chance.  I  chal- 
lenge you  to  a  three-hole  golf  match  on  your  links  here. 
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If  I  lose,  I  will  leave  here  at  once;  if  I  win,  you  must 
give  me  what  I  wish. 

QUEEN  (relieved).  I  accept.     (Aside)  He'll  never  beat 
me.     I'm  scratch  here. 
ARTHUR.  Come,  then,  to  the  links. 
QUEEN.  Caddy,  my  clubs  to  the  first  tee. 

(They  go  off  R.,  ARTHUR,  still  in  dragon-skin, 
politely  making  way  for  her.  CADDY  and 
PREMIER  go  too.  Crowd  left  on  sing  a  chorus, 
humorously  descriptive  of  the  match,  which 
they  watch  through  the  wings.) 

GOLF  SONG. 
Tune,  "  Months  and  Months  and  Months." 

I  don't  suppose  we've  ever  seen 

A  match  like  this  before. 
If  Bridget  wins,  he'll  have  to  go 

Outside  the  regal  door. 

But  if  he  wins,  he'll  lead  our  Queen  in  hymeneal  bands, 
And  then  we'll  see  if  she  can  break  her  subordinative 
conjugal  strands. 

Chorus. 

And  I  don't  suppose  they'll  hit  it  off 

For  weeks  and  weeks  and  weeks  ! 
Though  they  both  may  hit  each  other  a  bit 

And  call  each  other  sneaks: 
A  tartar  he'll  catch  in  our  Bridget — 

I  think  she'll  make  him  fidget; 
If  he  wins  the  game,  we  shan't  have  peace 

For  weeks  and  weeks  and  weeks. 

And  now  the  Queen  is  taking  up  her  stand  at  the  first  tee. 
She's  driven  off — a  good  one,  too ;  and  Arthur — equal  he. 
Both  their  "  approaches  "  are  laid  dead  upon  the  primal 

green, 
The  Queen  is  "  down  " — yet  she's  one  up — for  Arthur's 

missed  his  clean  ! 
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Chorus. 

The  Queen  has  driven  a  brassy  shot 

For  miles  and  miles  and  miles. 
And  Arthur's  driven  a  nasty  shot 

Right  over  Pav  and  stiles  ! 
Now  Arthur's  on  the  green — 
She's  "  foozled  "  her  approach — 
Now  they  are  all  square  and  one  to  play — 
Old  Bridget's  wreathed  in  smiles. 

Chorus  repeated. 

And  now  they're  dormy  one  and  drive 

Across  the  cows  and  farm — 

And  Arthur's  made  a  good  cleek  shot — 

The  Queen  is  in  alarm, 

For  she  has  lost  her  pill — 

And  Arthur's  laughing  still — 

And  now  the  final  putt  remains 

To  test  their  cunning  skill. 

PHYSICIAN.  All  square,  and  one  to  play.  What  a 
drive  of  hers  !  It's  over  the  farm.  He's  good,  too. 
She's  "  foozled  "  her  approach.  Here  they  come. 

(Two  balls  roll  on  stage  R.  and  L.) 

Re-enter  ARTHUR,  QUEEN,  PREMIER,  and  CADDY  L.,  all 
very  excited,  ARTHUR  and  QUEEN  with  putters. 

ARTHUR.  My  aunt,  what  a  game  ! 

QUEEN.  Courage,  Bridget  !     All  square.     Your  putt, 

sir. 

(After  much  deliberation  as  to  lie  and  excitement 

by  crowd,  ARTHUR  putts  into  wing.) 
ARTHUR.    It's    down.     Good !     Now    you,    madam. 
Don't  be  too  sure.    There's  many  a  slip  'twixt  the  hole 
and  its  lip  ! 
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QUEEN  (apostrophizing  her  ball). 

To  putt  or  not  to  putt — that  is  the  question : 
Whether  'tis  best  to  take  a  niblick  and  chop  it, 
Or  shove  the  "  Red  Dot  "  with  an  ancient  putter; 
To  hit,  to  shove,  to  push,  perchance  to  fluke — 
Ay,  there's  the  rub— for  in  that  shot 
What  dandelions  may  not  change  its  way  ! 
We  would  rather  have  a  bang  and  chance  it 
Than  fly  to  other  clubs  we  know  not  of. 

(The  QUEEN  putts  ;  tense  silence?) 

ARTHUR.  She's  missed  it !     Hooray  ! 

(ARTHUR  takes  off  skin.    Crowd  amazed.  QUEEN'S 

face  brightens  with  joy.     Valse  music  begins.) 
QUEEN.  Hooray  !    Arthur  ! 
ARTHUR.  My  Bridget ! 
QUEEN.  I  loved  you  all  the  time. 
ARTHUR.  And  I've  loved  you — since  lunch  ! 
PHYSICIAN.  At  last  my  heart's  desire  is  won. 
QUEEN.  Embrace  me,  dear. 

ARTHUR.  Ah  !  as  a  noble  writer  says,  "  There  is  a 
greater  thing  than  riches  upon  earth.  Without  it  the 
rich  man  is  poor;  with  it  the  poor  man  is  wealthy.  It 
is  not  to  be  bought  by  kings;  beggars  may  possess  it. 

The  greatest  thing  in  all  the  world  is " 

ALL.  Love. 

ARTHUR  (bowing  to  them).  Quite  right. 

(Final  chorus  sung  by  all.  ARTHUR  and  the 
QUEEN  in  the  centre  ;  on  the  R.  the  Barons  ;  on 
the  L.  the  QUEEN'S  party.  Crowd  grouped 
round.  RUGGER  and  SOCCER  holding  the  um- 
brella over  ARTHUR  and  BRIDGET.) 
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FINALE:  "DRUID'S  PRAYER." 

Now  with  slow  mysterious  feeling, 
Dreamy  thoughts  of  Love  are  stealing 
Through  the  caverns  of  our  breasts, 
Bidding  us  do  her  Imperial  behests. 
He,  who  once  did  loathe  and  spurn  her, 
In  her  beauty  doth  discern  her — 
For  none  can  withstand 
Her  stern  command. 

CURTAIN. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS 

COLONEL  FITZCAYENNE,  a  peppery  old  Anglo-Indian. 

TOM,  his  son,  aged  sixteen. 

SUSANNAH,  his  servant,  slow  and  clumsy. 

IVAN  BOPEEPSKI,  chief  of  the  Bohemian  brigands. 

EVALINA,  his  lovely  daughter. 

SANDY  MACBRUCE  ^ 

HENRI  JARDINIERE  is  °f 

WILHELM  NICHTRAUCHER  (in  love  with  Evalina))      °  emia' 

Chorus  of  Brigands. 

ACT  I. 

The  Colonel's  library. 
The  Brigand  Stronghold  in  Bohemia  (morning}. 

ACT  II. 
The  Brigand  Stronghold  (same  evening). 


Produced,  1912,   at  Pelham  House,   Folkestone,  and  Northwood 
Park,  Winchester. 
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ACT  I 

In  the  COLONEL'S  library  after  tea.  The  only  light  on  the 
stage  comes  from  candles  on  the  centre  table  ;  an  arm- 
chair R.  of  table  ;  other  small  chairs  by  the  wall.  Not 
much  of  the  room  can  be  seen,  owing  to  the  dusk,  but 
the  impression  is  of  comfort  and  luxury.  Door  back  R. 
As  the  curtain  goes  up,  TOM  and  SUSANNAH  are  dis- 
covered :  TOM  seated  comfortably  in  his  father's  chair 
with  a  book,  and  SUSANNAH  tidying  up  the  room. 

TOM.  Oh  lor'  !  only  two  more  hours  before  I  go  back 
to  school.  Isn't  it  the  limit,  Susie  ? 

SUSANNAH.  P'r'aps  you're  right,  Master  Tom.  (Aside) 
Though  I  'aven't  a  notion  what  he  means  by  "  linnet." 
I  thought  it  was  a  bird.  Oh,  my  !  what  a  mess  the 
Colonel  does  make  with  his  papers  and  hobnails  ! 

TOM  (gruffly  imitating  the  Colonel).  Bless  my  soul, 
Susannah,  mind  the  glass  ! 

SUSANNAH.  Oh,  sir  (drops  glasses),  I'm  so Why, 

where's  the  Colonel  ? 

TOM.  Dash  it,  Susannah  !  Here  (tapping  his  mili- 
tary chest) . 

SUSANNAH.  Master  Tom,  you  are  clever.  That's  just 
'ow  he  raps  his  militant  chest.  Dear  me,  what  a  mess  ! 

TOM  (imitating).  Pick  it  up,  girl.    Do  not  dally. 

SUSANNAH  (dropping  wineglass).   Oh,  don't  give  me 

such  awful  shocks,  sir ! 

81  6 
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TOM.  My  liver  is  out  of  order — touch  of  the  old  com- 
plaint I  had  in  Simla — wot  ?  (Natural  voice)  But,  I 
say,  Susie. 

SUSANNAH.  Yes,  Master  Tom  ? 

TOM.  Anyhow,  you're  jolly  lucky  in  not  having  to  go 
back  to  school. 

SUSANNAH.  Yes,  Master  Tom. 

TOM.  You  don't  have  to  get  up  for  early  school. 

SUSANNAH.  No,  Master  Tom. 

TOM.  Don't  be  so  loquacious  ! 

SUSANNAH.  No,  Master  Tom. 

TOM.  All  work  and  no  play !  like  the  workhouse  you 
come  from. 

SUSANNAH.  Oh,  sir,  don't  allude  to  them  awful  days ! 

TOM.  How'd  you  like  it  ?  Several  hours'  Greek  before 
breakfast — ahem  ! — Latin  or  maths  all  the  morning; 
then  in  the  "break"  we  go  to  gym;  then  hours  of 
geometry. 

SUSANNAH.  Oh,  I  love  geology — all  about  mountains, 
and  isthmuses,  and  hippopotamuses  ! 

TOM  (dully) .  Oh  yes,  lovely— the  Mississippi  and  the 
Missouri. 

SUSANNAH.  Oh,  is  that  the  matron  and  her  daughter  ? 

TOM.  Girl,  don't  be  foolish.  (Rise  and  cross.)  It's 
a  hard  life. 

SUSANNAH.  Yes,  Master  Tom. 

TOM.  You  parrot !  Don't  "  Master  Tom  "  me  so 
much.  No  jolly  lantern  lectures  and  picnics.  I  work 
so  hard. 

SUSANNAH.  Oh  yes,  Master  Tom;  I'm  sure  you  do. 

TOM  (sitting  on  arm  of  chair) .  Now,  if  /  had  a  school, 
we  should  break  our  fast  at  nine-thirty.  After  a  slight 
rest  we  would  dally  with  a  little  Caesar  and  Xenophon 
till  ten,  and  then  take  the  air  till  lunch.  After  a  sump- 
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tuous  repast,  we  would  play  our  games.  A  little  recrea- 
tion is  essential,  Susannah.  Then  from  five  till  five- 
fifteen  we  would  dip  into  Pendlebury. 

SUSANNAH.  Oh,  is  that  the  river,  sir  ? 

TOM.  No,  girl,  arithmetic.  You  know,  two  gills  make 
one  noggin,  four  noggins  make  one  banana,  seven 
bananas  make  one  monkey-nut  ! 

SUSANNAH.  Oh  yes,  Master  Tom.  (Aside)  How  clever 
he  is  ! 

TOM.  Then  a  rest  for  tea,  and  perhaps  a  little  prepara- 
tion, and  an  early  bed — that  would  be  my  curriculum. 

SUSANNAH.  A  very  good  curri — curri — Jer — what  you 
said.     But  what  I  like  is  breezy  Brighton ! 
(Song,  SUSANNAH:  "  The  Breezy  Briny  Sea"  Tennent.) 
(An  organ  or  band  strikes  up  a  lively  tune  outside 
the  house.) 

TOM.  Hark  to  the  music  enthralling  !  Come,  Susie, 
trip  it !  Dance  ! 

SUSANNAH.  Oh,  sir,  we  didn't  ought ! 

(They  dance  noisily.) 

{Enter  quickly  the  COLONEL  in  dressing-gown  and 
bedroom  slippers,  paper  in  hand,  very  annoyed. 

COLONEL.  What's  this  noise  ?  Good  Heavens  !  am  I 
to  have  no  peace  ?  Thomas  !  Susannah  !  Stop  this 
ribald  performance  !  Dash  it,  sir — dancing  with  my 
domestic  !  You  ! — dancing  with  my  son  !  You — you 
viper  ! 

SUSANNAH.  Oh,  sir,  I  ain't  a  wiper  ! 

COLONEL  (fitrious).  You — penwiper!  Out!  this  mo- 
ment !  to  the  kitchen  !  your  proper  sphere  of  operation  ! 
Out !  Do  you  hear  me  ? 

SUSANNAH.  Oh  yes,  sir.  (Aside  by  door)  I'm  a  wiper, 
am  I  ? 
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COLONEL.  Out !  or  111  get  my  Service  revolver.  (At 
threat  SUSIE  runs  off  shrieking.)  Now,  you  young  raga- 
muffin !  what  d'ye  mean  by  interrupting  my  siesta  ? 

TOM.  I  didn't  interrupt  your  sister. 

COLONEL.  Do  not  make  puns,  sir.  You  know  that 
since  my  return  from  Baluchistan  I  always  have  a  nap 
after  tea — a  touch  of  the  old  complaint  when  I  was  in 
Simla. 

TOM  (aside).  Always  a  "  similar  "  remark  ! 

COLONEL.  Attend,  sir,  when  I  am  talking.  (Sinks 
into  chair.)  Oh,  what  an  offspring  is  mine  !  Instead 
of  being  my  pride,  he  is  a  fearful  nuisance.  Always  up 
to  something.  Still  (pulling  up  his  collar),  boys  will  be 
boys. 

TOM.  Well,  you  didn't  expect  'em  to  turn  into  prize 
rabbits,  did  you  ? 

COLONEL.  Silence,  ribald  youngster  !  Now,  as  you 
are  going  back  to  school,  I  suppose  I  must  give  you  a 
tip.  That's  the  way  the  money  goes. 

TOM  (aside) .  Not  much  of  it  goes  in  my  pocket ! 

COLONEL.  When  I  was  at  Gigglesborough  College  I 
only  had  sixpence  a  week  pocket-money.  Ah !  we 
worked  hard  in  my  young  days. 

TOM  (aside).  Phew  !     Wot  a  "  bung  !" 

COLONEL  (taps  chest).  Yes,  my  boy,  and  it  was  such 
hardships  as  those  made  the  man  I  am. 

TOM  (slyly) .  Were  you  ever  swished,  father  ? 

COLONEL.  Oh  yes,  often — er — I  mean  no.  I  was  a 
model  boy. 

TOM  (aside).  I  don't  think  ! 

COLONEL.  They  were  jolly  days.  I  remember  a  man 
in  Latin  named  Balbus  building  a  wall.  Very  interest- 
ing, sir. 
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TOM.  Yes,  he's  still  building — getting  a  bit  "  rusty." 
But,  father,  I  hate  the  place  I'm  at — beastly  hole  ! 
Thought  you  said  you  enjoyed  school.  I  don't. 

COLONEL.  Enjoy  be  blanked,  sir  !  I  don't  send  you  to 
school  to  enjoy  yourself. 

TOM.  Oh,  but  I  met  a  chap  this  "  hols  "  who's  gone 
to  a  topping  place  at  St.  Leonards — has  a  lovely 
time. 

COLONEL.  Well,  sir,  what  the  dooce 

TOM.  I  do  wish  you'd  let  me  leave  this  place  I'm  at 
and  go  there. 

COLONEL.  Nonsense,  sir,  nonsense  !  You'll  do  very 
well  at  St.  Bees.  But  look  here,  my  boy.  I  am  nothing 
if  not  a  generous  parent.  (Tips  him  ;  TOM  sniffs  behind 
his  back.)  Now,  don't  get  into  any  scrapes,  wear  flannel 
next  your  skin,  enjoy  your  Gradatim,  and  take  middle 
and  leg ! 

TOM.  Oh,  dad  !  all  the  nuts  take  leg-stump. 

COLONEL.  Very  well,  sir.  Contradict  me — I  who 
played  for  the  Baluchistan  Blighters,  and  made  two  not 
out !  Oh,  my  liver  !  (Squirms  in  chair.)  I  must  do 
my  exercises.  (Hops  up.)  Give  me  my  deep-faced 
mashie.  (Takes  club  from  a  corner.)  Now,  this  is  the 
correct  stance,  my  boy.  Take  it  from  me.  A  nice  easy 
swing  is  the  thing — like  this.  (Crash  go  all  the  glasses 
on  the  floor.)  (To  TOM)  You  silly  jackass  !  Be  careful  ! 
Susan  !  Confusticate  !  Where  is  that  dilatory  domestic  ? 
Susan  !  (Enter  SUSAN  with  tray  and  cups.)  Why  are 
you  not  here  ? 

SUSANNAH.  I  dunno,  sir. 

COLONEL.  Will  you  give  me  my  military  title  ? 

SUSANNAH.  Yes,  Colonel.     I  was  just  washin'  up. 

COLONEL.  Silence,  ninny  !     Clear  up  the  mess. 
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SUSANNAH.  Yes,  Colonel.  (Looks  in  quite  wrong  place.) 

COLONEL.  No,  not  there  !  here,  you  idiot ! 

SUSANNAH.  Oh  yes,  Colonel,  where  ? 

COLONEL.  D'you  take  me  for  an  idiot  ? 

SUSANNAH.  Oh  yes,  Colonel ! 

COLONEL.  Confound  the  girl !     What  d'ye  mean  ? 

SUSANNAH.  Oh,  sir — I  mean,  Colonel 

(Very  hustled  ;  drops  tray.) 

COLONEL.  You  clumsy  old  elephant  !  (SusiE  starts  to 
weep  noisily.)  Oh,  run  away  and  play !  I  can't  stand 
tears  !  Tom,  get  me  a  cigar  to  soothe  my  nerves. 
(Exit  SUSIE.  TOM  brings  up  a  box  of  cigars.)  Hullo, 
my  boy  !  This  is  a  new  box. 

TOM.  Yes,  father;  I  got  'em  as  a  present  for  you. 

COLONEL.  Very  kind  of  you — very  kind.     Thank  ye. 

TOM.  I  got  them  from  an  old  wizard  man  to-day  by 
the  Memorial — queer  old  man  he  was — and  he  said 
that  they  had  a  magic  power  of  their  own. 

COLONEL.  Stuff,  boy  !  You  can't  expect  me  to  believe 
such  old  granny's  tales,  and  I've  seen  some  funny  things 
in  my  time  in  India. 

TOM.  Well,  anyhow,  he  told  me  that  if  you  were  a 
good  person,  you  could  wish  for  something  when  you'd 
got  the  cigar  alight,  and  hey  presto  !  your  wish  is  granted. 

COLONEL.  What  awful  rubbish  !  Still,  I  don't  mind 
trying  one.  By  Jove  !  it's  nearly  time  for  your  cab  to 
come.  (Takes  a  cigar.)  What  d'ye  say  ?  Get  what 
you  wished  for  ?  H'm,  well,  try  this  mighty  magic 
cigar.  It  will  probably  prove  to  be  pure  cabbage. 
Talking  of  cabbage,  was  that  your  hansom  ? 

TOM.  Ugh!  I  hope  not.  No;  it's  gone  past  the 
house. 

COLONEL.  We'll  do  the  wishing  later.     Looks  fairly 
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harmless.  You  know  the  Sultan  of  Turkey  makes  his 
cook  taste  his  own  dishes  before  they  are  served  up,  to 
prevent  any  chance  of  poison  ?  So  you  shall  try  one, 
too. 

TOM  (aside).  Hurrah  !  I'll  wish  for  longer  holidays 
and  no  "  impots,"  and  to  go  to  school  at  St.  Leonards. 

COLONEL.  Yes,  be  Jove  !  And  Susannah  shall  sniff 
one,  too.  Always  try  it  on  the  dog  !  Ha,  ha  ! 

TOM  (laughing  perfunctorily).  Ha,  ha!  (Aside)  Al- 
ways laugh  at  father's  jokes. 

COLONEL  (shouts) .  Susannah  !  Susannah  !  Banana  ! 
Pyjama  !  Hi  !  Hurry  !  (In  rushes  SUSIE  sucking  a 
peppermint.)  Ah,  here  you  are  ! 

SUSANNAH  (mumbling).  M — m — yes — Colonel. 

COLONEL.  What's  up  ?  Swallowed  your  apron  or 
your  insurance  ticket  ? 

SUSANNAH.  M'no — Colonel. 

COLONEL.  Well,  here's  your  deserts — in  both  senses. 
Try  this.  Come  on ;  be  brave.  Try  and  think  of  some- 
thing funny,  as  the  dentist  says  when  he  hurts  you 
most ! 

SUSANNAH  (takes  one).  Ah  me  !  Life  is  one  long  pain- 
less extraction.  (To  TOM)  Why  have  /  got  to  smoke  ? 

TOM.  It's  magic ! 

SUSANNAH.  Oh,  lor' ! 

COLONEL.  Why,  you  both  look  as  if  you'd  smoked 
before  ! 

TOM.  I  can't  get  mine  going  properly. 

SUSANNAH  (feeling  bad).  Oh,  help  !     Steward  ! 

TOM.  Cheer  up,  Susie.  It's  not  asjbad  as  crossing  the 
Channel, 

SUSANNAH.  Oh,  take  me  home  ! 

COLONEL.  Bless  me  !     She's  getting  delirious.    Now, 
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Tom,  to  squash  your  theory  of  magic,  we'll  try  this 
wishing.  I  pine  for  blood.  My  enforced  retirement 
troubles  me  ;  the  old  warhorse  smells  gunpowder. 
Now,  if  I  could  meet  a  brigand,  I'd  give  him  beans — by 
Jove,  I  would  !  I  wish — I  wish  I  could  meet  a  brigand  ! 
(Sudden  crash.  Loud,  prolonged  chords.  Black 

out.     Lightning,  thunder,  groans,  and  squeals. 

Gay  music  when  scene  is  set  and  lights  up.) 

THE  BRIGAND  STRONGHOLD  IN  BOHEMIA. 
Bright  lights ;  the  cloth  shows  a  stronghold  among  the 
mountains ;  rocky  back  and  wings.  A  lake  and 
mountains  are  seen  in  the  distance  fringed  by  pine- 
woods.  Sitting  on  the  ground  on  rugs  are  the  four 
Brigands  playing  cards.  The  group  are  L.  c.  IVAN 
and  WILHELM  sit  c.,  SANDY  R.,  HENRI  L.  They  are 
very  gaily  dressed  and  ultraferocious  customers.  Other 
Brigands  at  back 

IVAN  (plays).  Ha,  ha  !     Got  yer  there,  Sandy. 
SANDY.  Hoots  !     Bang  goes  my  lucky  saxpence  ! 
HENRI     (imitating).     Hoots !     Sandy,    where's    your 
parritch  ? 

SANDY.  All  right,  Froggy.     You  wait  and  see. 
WILHELM.  Ach  !  he  always  threatens,  this  canny  Scot, 
and  never  does  anything. 

IVAN.  When  you  have  quite  finished  bickering,  Wil- 
helm  Nichtraucher,  it's  your  turn  to  play. 
WILHELM.  So  ?     There  !  (Plays.) 

HENRI.  My  grandmother's  owl !  We  win  easily.  My 
play  is  renowned  through  La  Belle  France. 

SANDY.  Boasting  puppy  !  Don't  wag  that  tongue  of 
yours  so.  Ye  ken  ye  "  Kent  "  go  back  to  yer  rotten 
France,  because  you're  an  outlaw. 
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WILHELM.  Will  ye  quarrelling  stop,  you  much-to-be- 
deplored  Parisian  ? 

HENRI.  By  my  pupil's  pens,  ink,  and  paper !  I  don't 
come  from  Fashnacloicht,  anyhow  ! 

SANDY.  Dinna  fash  yourself !     You  can't  pronounce 
the  wor-r-rd ! 

WILHELM.  Play,  Sandy  MacBruce. 

SANDY  (playing).  There's  nae  luck  aboot  the  hoose  ! 
There's  my  last  bawbee.  (Chucks  down  cards.) 

HENRI.  Ha !  voila,    void  f    He   will   not   play,    the 
coward  ! 

SANDY.  D'ye  call  me  coward,  banana-face  ? 

HENRI.  I  do,  I  do  !  (Gesticulating  wildly)  I  eat 
you  ! 

SANDY.  Take  me  home  to  mother,  I'm  so  frightened  ! 

IVAN.  Stop  this.     Stake,  Sandy. 

SANDY.  Weel !  I'll  just  be  dealing  with  the  insect 
after. 

WILHELM.  Vill  you  your  stake  upon  the  table 
place  ? 

SANDY.  I've  staked  all  my  cash.  I  must  now  stake 
my  summer  house  at 

IVAN.  What's  the  good  of  a  summer  house  ? 

SANDY  (airily).  I  should  say  my  summer  residence  at 
Fashnacloicht.  It  is  called  "  Undah-the-Hill." 

IVAN.  Come  on  !     Play.  (They  play.) 

SANDY.  Lost  again,  by  St.  Andrew  !  Well,  here  goes 
my  hunting-box.  (They  play.) 

HENRI.  He  !     Voila  !    He's  no  good  ! 

SANDY.  Confound  you,  Froggy !  My  last  box  of 
Quaker  Oats !  my  last  bottle  of  liquorice-powders  ! 
(They  play.)  Hurrah  !  WTon  at  last !  Now  we'll  win 
back  some  of  all  that. 
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IVAN.  He  likes  winning,  does  Sandy. 

SANDY.  Well,  don't  you  ?  Now,  Froggy  !  Come  on, 
Kaiser  Bill  of  the  bushy  moustaches.  They're  just  like 
the  Australian  Bush  ! 

WILHELM.  Ach,  so  /  I've  no  cash  left,  either,  so  / 
stake  my  Rust  and  Gradatim  !  There  you  are.  (They 
play.}  I  win,  I  win  ! 

IVAN.  Don't  get  so  excited.  You're  making  a  noise 
like  a  Dreadnought  with  full  steam  up. 

HENRI.  Helas  !  as  they  say  in  Division  I.  I  stake  my 
Chardenal  grammar — my  dearly  beloved  Chardenal !  If 
I  lose  that,  I  lose  my  most  priceless  possession.  (They 
play.)  Oh,  hibon  !  caillou  !  joujou  /  chou  !  it's  gone  ! 
I  play  no  more.  I've  lost  my  all. 

SANDY.  I  'auled  in  some  useful  stuff ! 

IVAN.  Well,  men,  enough  of  cards.  Listen  !  I  hear 
her  airy  footstep.  (Crash !  All  rise  and  pose.)  She 
comes,  my  adored  daughter. 

SANDY.  My  bonnie  rose  is  at  hand  ! 

WILHELM  (aside).  My  much-to-be-beloved  one  draws 
nigh  ! 

HENRI  (aside).  My  dear  delight  approaches  ! 

Enter  R.  EVALINA,  daughter  to  IVAN,  young  and  fair,  gaily 
dressed  (Alsatian  style).     All  bow. 

EVALINA.  Good-morrow,  stainless  knights. 

HENRI.  Good-day,  my  lily  maid. 

IVAN.  Mornin',  girlie. 

EVALINA.  Father  is  so  unromantic.  I've  been  reading 
Tennyson  all  the  morning,  and  he  greets  me  with 
"  Mornin',  girlie." 

SANDY.  Hoots  !  awa'  with  cards.  Here  is  our  Queen 
of  Hearts.  Come,  maid,  our  game  is  done. 
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HENRI.  Hey !  but  Evalina  grows  "  ever  leaner." 
Ought  to  take  Sargol. 

IVAN.  Sixpence,  please,  for  the  Penalty  Box  for  Puns  ! 

SANDY.  Bang  goes  another  saxpence  ! 

EVALINA  (scornfully) .  What  a  poor  set  of  brigands  you 
are  !  You  ought  to  be  holding  up  coaches  and  demand- 
ing ransoms  by  ten-thirty  off;  and  he  of  you.  He  who 
gets  the  biggest  bag — a  millionaire  counts  five  points, 
a  Colonel  three  points,  and  a  Boy  Scout  one — shall  ask 
of  me 

ALL  (crowding  round) .  Yes  ? 

EVA.  A  song.  (Disappointment  of  Brigands.) 

IVAN.  Darling,  you  are  right.  Come  once  more  to 
the  "  beach,"  dear  friends — once  more. 

HENRI.  Shall  I  leave  you  my  photograph  ?  Absence 
makes  the  heart  grow  fonder. 

EVALINA.  No  !    The  answer  is  in  the  negative  ! 

HENRI.  How  cruel !  To  ze  fray,  my  gallant  noisettes, 
to  ze  fray  ! 

[Exeunt   Brigands,    EVALINA  waving  to  them  as 
they  go  off. 

EVALINA.  At  last  they  are  gone,  and  I  am  alone,  in 
maiden  meditation  meandering  meekly.  What  a  thing 
it  is  to  be  so  beautiful !  All  the  band  adore  me.  (Re- 
enter  cautiously  HENRI.)  Oh,  do  run  away  ! 

HENRI.  Er,  I  left  my  umbrella  behind. 

EVALINA.  What  d'you  want  that  for  ? 

HENRI.  To  hide  my  blushes  when  you  talk  to  me  !  Oh, 
Evalina,  I  have  longed  for  this  hour.  (Consults  watch.) 

EVALINA.  Why  eleven  o'clock  especially  ? 

HENRI.  Because  it's  "  all  in  the  field  " — I  mean, 
because  I  can  see  you,  and  tell  you  that  you  are  more 
lovely  than  any  rhododendra  or  polyanthi. 
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EVALINA  (aside).  He's  off.  (Aloud)  This  is  very 
sudden. 

HENRI.  Yes;  I  only  felt  it  in  the  "Break,"  but  I 
love  you  devotedly,  fiercely.  My  heart  buzzes,  and  my 
head  burns  for  you  ! 

EVALINA  (coldly).  You  are  slightly  mixed.  Run 
away  ! 

HENRI.  Spurned,  by  my  parapluie !  Adieu,  my 
rose  ! 

EVALINA.  Run  away.  (Exit  HENRI  R.  Re-enter 
SANDY  L.)  Oh,  here's  number  two.  Have  you  lost 
your 

SANDY.  Weel,  my  umbrella  has  just  gang  awa' ! 

EVALINA.  Oh  yes;  it  seems  an  epidemic. 

SANDY.  Verra  curious  losing  it. 

EVALINA.  Very.  Are  you  sure  it's  not  in  your 
desk? 

SANDY.  Yes;  I  tidied  it  on  Wednesday  evening. 

EVALINA.  Can  I  help  you  ? 

SANDY.  Yes;  let  me  hold  your  hand  and  tell  you  that 
you  are  my  bonnie  briar-bush  ! 

EVALINA  (aside).  A  madder  set  of  brigands  I  never 
saw. 

SANDY.  Be  my  parritch-maker,  my  tinker,  my  tailor, 
my  soldier 

Re-enter  HENRI  quickly. 

HENRI  (furiously).  Ah,  ze  traitor  !  ze  villain  !  My 
dagger ! 

SANDY.  Hoots  !     Here's  the  pet  monkey. 
HENRI.  Blood  !     Let  me  slay  the  canny  Scot. 
EVALINA.  Help,  help  !  slaughter  ! 
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Re-enter  IVAN  and  WILHELM.    IVAN  takes  c.    EVALINA 
faints  in  WILHELM  's  arms. 

IVAN.  Cease — cease  thy  rude,  uncivil  strife  ! 
SANDY.  Why,  we've  not  started  yet. 
HENRI.  Ze   double-dyed   villain  !     (Trying  to  get  at 
him.)     I  conspue  you  !     My  bag  of  weapons  ! 

(IvAN  gets  two  golf-bags,  in  which  are  putters,  axes, 
and  daggers  ;  also  his  shields  with  weird  heraldic 
designs.) 

SANDY.  Dinna  get  excited,  wee  man  ! 
HENRI.  I  slay  you  !     I  eat  you  !    Yes,  with  salad 
and  potatoes  ! 

SANDY.  Wait  and  see  !    Now,  on  guard.     My  dagger  ! 
(They  fight  with  dagger  and  shields,  running  round 
and  hitting  shields.      HENRI  in  his  excitement 
hits  his  own  shield  ;  IVAN  calls  "  Time!") 
EVALINA.  Go  it,  Sandy  !     Go  it,  Henri  !     (Suddenly 
recovering.) 
IVAN.  Biff  into  him  ! 

WILHELM.  Ach  !    Swipe  him,  Henri !     Hurrah  !  Vive 
1'entente  cordiale  ! 

SANDY.  WTho  said  "  cordial  "?     Is  it  whisky  the  noo  ? 
Give  me  my  faithful  axe  Excalibur. 
HENRI.  Give  me  my  axe,  too. 

(IvAN  gives  them  each  a  big  axe,  and  places  daggers 

in  bags.     The  seconds  each  hold  one.) 
SANDY.  What  about  the  potatoes,  froggy  ? 
HENRI.  I  will  give  it  you. 

(Fight  with  axes,  very  heavy,  and  they  can  only 
hit  the  ground.  HENRI  hits  WILHELM  a  swing- 
ing blow  on  the  foot.) 

WILHELM.  Ach  !     My  big  toe  is  cut !    'Elp  !   Send  for 
the  school  doctor  !     Oh,  my  toe  I 
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EVALINA.  Go  it,  go  it,  school ! 

SANDY.  Quits  so  far.     Give  me  my  deep-faced  putter. 

HENRI.  And  mine. 

(They  each  take  a  putter  and  have  a  great  fight; 
both  hit  their  seconds  by  mistake,  and  do  not 
touch  one  another.} 

WILHELM.  Oh,  my  shin  now  and  big  toe  !     (Groaning 
and  holding  part  affected.) 
IVAN.  You  clumsy  lout ! 

'  i  Honour  is  satisfied.  (Shake  hands.} 

SANDY./ 

WILHELM. ^,T7  , 

T  VWe  re  not. 

IVAN.        / 

EVALINA  (presents  SANDY  and  HENRI  with  raven 
tresses.  Bursts  into  poetry). 

Brave  heroes  both  !  thus  do  I  reward  ye, 
With  hairs  drawn  from  my  raven  silky  locks, 
To  keep  for  ever  and  for  aye,  my  Knights. 
Come;  11.30  to  the  chase,  my  men, 
And  all  together  let  us  wend  our  way. 

EVALINA  left  watching  them  off;  then  sings  "  Red  Sun  " 
(Tennent)  and  goes  off  R.  [They  go  out  R. 

COLONEL  (entering  L.).  Can't  see  any  rotten  brigands 
anywhere.  Still,  those  cigars  had  more  magic  in  them 
than  I  thought,  Tom.  Where's  Tom  ? 

TOM  (leaping  and  tumbling  in).  Here  we  are  again. 
(Slyly)  Found  any  brigands,  eh,  father  ? 

COLONEL.  No,  dash  it !  I'd  slay  them  if  I  did. 
This  is  the  sort  of  place  they  ought  to  inhabit.  Where's 
that  old  South-Eastern  railway-train  ?  Susie  ! 

SUSANNAH.  Here  I  am,  Colonel.  (Enter  SUSANNAH 
and  hat-box  ;  she  is  very  bedraggled.)  Oh,  for  my  'appy 
'ome  on  'Ampstead  'Eath  ! 
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COLONEL  (pluming  himself).  I  feel  years  younger. 
Youth's  blood  is  again  coursing  through  my  veins. 

SUSANNAH  (aside).  What's  come  to  the  old  Colonel  ? 

TOM.  Quite  dotty  now,  isn't  he  ?  Lost  all  his  old 
peppery  ways.  You  see  the  way  he  crumples  up  if  we 
do  meet  a  brigand.  Wouldn't  you  be  frightened,  Susie  ? 

SUSANNAH  (dramatically).  No,  sir.  I  feel  youth's 
blood  curdling  through  my  brains. 

(The  Brigands  crowd  in  now   at  the  back  of  the 
stage.) 

COLONEL  (sings).  I  fear  no  foe  in  shining  armour. 
My  love,  where's  my  sword  ?  Aha  !  come,  my  bright 
blade  !  (Slashes  about  wildly.)  Aha,  Susannah  !  Bring 

me  a  brigand.     If  I  met  a  brigand  now,  I'd 

(The  four  Brigands  spring  in  suddenly.) 

ALL.  What  ? 

COLONEL  (drops  sword).  Great  Scott !  (Collapses  on 
floor.) 

ALL.  We  are  brigands  fierce, 

Lovers  of  blood  and  gore  (very  melodramatic) ; 
All  travellers  we  pierce 
With  sword  and  stiletto  galore. 

(COLONEL  lies  groaning  on  the  floor  ;  TOM  stands 
whistling  ;  SUSANNAH  stands  wide-eyed.) 

COLONEL.  Where  am  I  ?  Is  this  Warrior  Square  ? 
Oh,  those  awful  faces  !  (Turns  away.) 

TOM  (to  IVAN).  Can  you  tell  me,  sir,  if  your  mother 
knows  you're  out  ? 

IVAN.  Silence,  caitiff ! 

SUSANNAH.  What  a  lovely  tailor's  dummy  you'd 
make  ! 

HENRI.  Taisez-vous.    Silence  ! 
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SUSANNAH.  My  !    Ain't  they  fierce  ! 
IVAN.  Come,    sir  —  you    grovelling    on    the    floor! 
Coward  !     We  demand  ransom  of  you.' 

COLONEL.  Rise,  Susan  !  Let  us  make  gallant  resist- 
ance. Form  fours  —  line  up  !  Silence  !  Susannah, 
command  the  right  wing !  Thomas  inside  left.  Now, 
my  men,  we  fight  for  the  country.  Remember,  as 
Caesar  says,  your  ancestors  and  your  former  valour. 

(Fight  between  Brigands  and  COLONEL,  etc.  Re- 
marks following  go  on  during  the  fight.  Brigands 
throw  some  paper  darts  ;  COLONEL  falls  on 
being  hit  by  the  first  one.  SUSIE  and  TOM 
fire  cap  pistols,  and  are  surrounded  by 
Brigands.) 

IVAN.  Steady,  men  !     Reserve  your  ammunition. 
TOM.  Boy  Scouts  of  the  Penguin  Patrol,  be  prepared  ! 
HENRI.  Fire  off  the  poisoned  darts  ! 
SUSANNAH.  Ain't  this  scrumptious  ! 
COLONEL  (on  floor).  A  volley  to  finish  'em  off ! 
TOM.  No;  a  half- volley  is  better. 
SUSANNAH.  Oh,  I'm  dislocated  !     Help  ! 
TOM.  Take  some  water.    Your  need  is  greater  than 
mine.     (Spoken  during  the  fight.) 

IVAN.  Now,  the  old  guard  !  One  last  charge  !  (ToM 
and  SUSIE  surrounded.)  Surrender,  base  varlets  ! 

COLONEL.  We  do,  with  all  the  honours  of  war.  (Aside) 
Don't  like  brigands  as  much  as  I  thought  I  should.  (To 
them)  we  demand  our  release. 

IVAN.  What  ransom  can  you  pay  ? 
COLONEL.  I've  left  my  cheque-book  behind. 

(Howls  of  derision.) 

TOM  (emptying  pockets).  I've  a  knife,  one  apple,  a 
piece  of  string,  and  a  Guatemala  stamp  ! 
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IVAN.  No  good. 

SANDY.  What's  in  the  big  drum  ? 

(They  inspect  SUSIE'S  hat-box,  and  discover  various 
weird  garments.  SANDY  produces  and  holds 
up  a  Suffragette  flag.) 

IVAN.  Useless.    My    men,    listen    to    the    sentence. 
(Men  form  semicircle  and  listen  eagerly.    SUSIE,  TOM,  and 
COLONEL  stand  L.)     I  condemn  the  leader  of  this  force 
to  be  drowned  or  immersed  in  a  butt  of  Malmsey  wine. 
(Cheers  from   Brigands.     Collapse  of  COLONEL. 
SUSIE  and  TOM  look  blank.) 

QUICK  CURTAIN. 


ACT  II 

The  same  scene,  the  same  evening.  Subdued  lights  ;  a  red 
glow  comes  from  the  camp  fire.  COLONEL  and  SUSIE  are 
lying  on  the  ground  ;  TOM  sitting  on  a  rock  studying 
the  "Scout's  Guide."  SANDY,  armed,  standing  on 
guard  at  the  back.  A  dreamy  valse  to  take  up  the 
curtain. 

COLONEL.  Oh  dear,  what  an  unlucky  man  I  am  !  We 
made  a  plucky  fight,  Susie,  but  we  were  outnumbered. 

SUSANNAH.  Only  by  one.  If  only  you  would  put  me 
in  command,  it  'ud  have  been  orlright  !  I  know  some- 
thing about  fighting.  I  am  a  militia  Suffragette. 

TOM.  Yes,  you  did  well,  and  so  did  I.  My  tactics 
were  brilliant,  I  consider.  I'm  not  a  member  of  the 
Mongoose  Patrol  for  nothing.  But  the  Colonel  was  too 
impetuous.  His  fighting  is  out  of  date.  Sort  of  Water- 
loo touch  ! 

COLONEL.  You  criticize  me,  do  you  ? 

SUSANNAH.  Yes,  I  do.  You  know  you  made  an  ass 
of  yourself.  It's  no  good  getting  in  a  tantrum. 

COLONEL.  Well,  I  suppose  I  must  admit  I  was  wrong. 

TOM.  What  can  you  suggest  ? 

SUSANNAH.  I  suggest  that  /  take  command  of  this 
party. 

COLONEL.  You  !     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

TOM.  Be  quiet  !  The  guard  may  overhear  us. 
Seriously,  I  think  Susie  may  be  right.  She's  done 
plenty  of  fighting  in  Suffragette  campaigns.  Her  woman's 

wit  may  be  of  use. 

98 
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COLONEL.  M'yes.     What's  your  idea  ? 

SUSANNAH.  My  idea  is  that  if  I  am  leader  I  shall  try 
and  charm  some  of  our  captors  by  my  beauty  !  If  I 
succeed,  then  we  may  bribe  'em  to  help  us.  The  Colonel 
must  try  and  get  round  this  chief's  daughter. 

COLONEL.  That  sounds  all  right;  and  Tom  shall  act 
as  general  scout  and  helper.  Are  we  agreed  ? 

SUSANNAH  AND  TOM.  We  are. 

COLONEL.  Then  Susannah  shall  take  command  from 
now. 

SUSANNAH.  'Ooray ! 

COLONEL.  Anything  to  escape.  To-night  I'm  to  be 
drowned  in  a  butt  of  wine. 

TOM.  Butt — vine  ?     They  play  for  Sussex,  don't  they  ? 

COLONEL.  Boy,  cease  this  frivol.  Now,  look  alive. 
(Aside)  And,  Tom,  if  ever  we  get  out  of  this  alive,  you 
shall  have  your  wish  to  go  to  school  at  St.  Leonards. 

TOM.  Oh,  good  ! 

SUSANNAH.  Now  mind  your  own  business. 

(Song:  SUSANNAH,  "  What's  it  got  to  do  with  you?" — 

Tennent.) 

(TOM  and  COLONEL  go  aside .  SUSANNAH  approaches 
SANDY.) 

SUSANNAH.  Well,  carroty  locks  ! 

SANDY.  Hoots,  ma  braw  lassie !    WThat  can  I  do  for  ye  ? 

SUSANNAH.  Oh,  lots  of  things.  Get  us  some  food. 
We  are  starving.  You  don't  feed  us  forcibly  here  ! 

SANDY.  Can't  be  done.    Dinner  is  later 

COLONEL.  It's  monstrous !  a  standing  disgrace  to 
England  that  we  should  be  treated  like  this  !  I  shall 
write  to  The  Times  about  it ! 

SUSANNAH.  You  can  write  to  Home  Chat  about  it  if 
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you  like.  (Aside)  Shut  up  !  Can't  you  see  I  am 
trying  our  plan  on  ? 

COLONEL  (still  blustering).  It's  disgraceful.  The 
country  is  going  to  the  dogs. 

SUSANNAH  (aside).  I  don't  think  I  can  manage  this 
canny  old  Scot.  I  must  try  one  of  the  Teutons.  Oh, 
here  comes  the  Polar  bear  ! 

Enter  IVAN  and  EVALINA. 

IVAN.  How  are  the  captives,  Sandy  ? 

SANDY.  They're  all  recht !  As  quiet  as  "  coos  "  in 
the  fairm. 

SUSANNAH.  I'm  tolerably  salubrious,  old  cocky  ! 

EVALINA.  What  a  strange  person,  father  ! 

SUSANNAH.  Who  are  you  staring  at  ?  I'm  as  good 
as  you  any  day  of  the  week. 

TOM.  She  is  rather  uncultivated,  dear. 

EVALINA.  Yes,  I  don't  care  to  see  her  much. 

SUSANNAH.  Shut  yer  eyes,  then  ! 

COLONEL  (gallantly).  Good-even,  fair  maid. 

SUSANNAH  (aside) .  Oh,  Archibald  !    The  Colonel's  off. 

COLONEL.  How  the  days  do  draw  in. 

EVALINA.  They  do.     (Aside)  A  clever  talker  this. 

IVAN.  My  girl,  you  must  not  talk  to  the  condemned 
criminal. 

COLONEL.  Oh,  don't— don't  remind  me  of  my  fate.  It 
gives  me  the  shivers.  Intercede  for  my  sake,  oh  lovely 
pearl  of  the  pine-woods  ! 

EVALINA  (aside).  He  seems  a  nice  gentlemanly  person. 

COLONEL  (aside).  I  believe  I  shall  succeed.  If  I  can 
only  get  her  alone.  (To  EVA)  May  I  show  you  the  moon 
rising  to-night  ? 

EVALINA.  That  would  be  delightful.     I  am  so  lonely 
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when  they  go  off  on  their  evening  expeditions.     I  will 
come  here,  then. 

COLONEL  (aside) .  Victory  ! 

EVALINA  (partly  overhearing).  What  ? 

COLONEL.  Oh,  nothing. 

IVAN.  Sandy,  call  up  the  others.  We  have  nice 
time  before  the  Colonel's  aquatic  performance. 

[Exit  SANDY. 

COLONEL.  Oh,  don't  harp  on  that  so  ! 

SUSANNAH.  Tut,  Colonel !  Acquit  yourself  like  a 
man.  Don't  show  the  white  heather  ! 

COLONEL.  Ha,  ha  !     White  feather,  you  mean. 

SUSANNAH.  Do  I  ?     Don't  show  it,  anyway. 

IVAN.  This  young  lady  seems  to  run  the  show. 

EVALINA.  She  does.     I  call  her  pushing. 

SUSANNAH.  Cat ! 

EVALINA.  Viper  ! 

IVAN  (to  SUSANNAH).  Are  you  in  command  of  this 
pleasure-party  ? 

COLONEL.  Huh  !     Pleasure-party,  indeed  ! 

SUSANNAH.  Yes,  I  found  the  men  too  feeble,  so  I 
thought  I'd  better  run  things  a  bit. 

Re-enter  HENRI,  SANDY,  and  WILHELM. 

SUSANNAH.  Here's  old  Tatcho  !  (Aside)  That's  the 
one  I'll  try  to  get  round — the  French  bloke  with  the 
toothbrush  bristles  ! 

IVAN.  Now,  men,  I  thought  we  might  pass  the  time 
pleasantly  till  the  Colonel's  execution. 

COLONEL.  Oh,  oh  ! 

SUSANNAH  (aside).  Cheer  up  !  We'll  get  you  out  of 
this. 

IVAN.  I  thought  we  might  have  some  music. 
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WILHELM.  Zat  is  goot. 
HENRI.  A  magnifique  idea. 

SUSANNAH.  Crikey  !     Is  that  thing  going  to  screech  ? 
EVALINA.  Father,  don't  let  her  be  rude  to  me. 
IVAN.  No ;  we'll  make  her  sing,  eh  ? 
ALL.  Good  !     She  shall. 

SUSANNAH.  Ho  !    Shall  I  ?     That's  all  you  know. 
IVAN.  Will  you  sing  to  us  ? 
EVALINA.  With  pleasure,  father. 
ALL.  That  will  be  heavenly. 
SUSANNAH.  We  don't  fink. 
EVALINA.  What  would  you  like,  men  ? 
HENRI.  Oh,  sing  one  of  our  brigand  songs — songs  of 
fight.     We  love  them. 
ALL.  Yes,  yes — a  brigand  song  ! 

Song,  EVALINA  and  Chorus  of  Brigands  (Tune,  "  Bells 
on  her  Fingers  "). 

I. 

Now,  some  like  songs  of  cricket  and  some  like  songs  of 

love, 
And  some  like  songs  of  motor-cars  and  some  "  Matilda  " 

love; 

But  to  me  there  is  no  music  that  soars  to  skies  above 
So  sweet  as  that  of  fight, 
For  gore  is  our  delight ; 
We  grasp  our  daggers  tight, 
For  our  cause  and  for  our  right. 

Chorus. 

For  we  are  brigands  of  Bohemia,  fighters  so  bold ; 

As  you  have  never  been  'ere,  we  thought  you  should 

be  told. 

When  we're  on  the  warpath  it's  death  to  those  we  see; 
We  slay  with  axe  and  dagger  and  pike  and  snickersnee. 
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II. 

Our  Ivan  here's  a  gallant   chief,  the  bravest  of   the 

brave ; 

And  Sandy,  too,  our  enemies  can  teach  how  to  behave ; 
And  Henri  and  our  Wilhelm  are  brigands  of  the  best. 

We're  experts  with  the  pike, 

Or,  to  rob  a  motor-bike, 

We've  the  courage  of  a  Tyke, 

And  we  do  just  as  we  like. 

Chorus. 
For  we  are,  etc. 

ALL.  Bravo,  bravo  ! 

HENRI.  Madame,  you  have  given  us  great  pleasure. 

COLONEL.  Thanks !  Jolly  good,  wot  ?  I'll  give 
you  a  little  ditty.  I  sang  a  lot  in  our  regimental  mess. 

IVAN.  Come  on,  then. 

COLONEL  (in  cracky  voice).  "  D'ye  ken  John  Peel,"  etc. 
(After  two  lines  he  is  hooted  down  by  Brigands.) 

WILHELM.  Ach  !  These  English — they  think  they  can 
sing. 

COLONEL.  Why  stop  me  ?     Rather  fetching — what  ? 

SUSANNAH.  Yes,  fetch  the  author  out  of  his  grave  to 
shoot  you. 

TOM.  That's  it.     Give  it  him,  Susie  ! 

SUSANNAH  (passionately).  He  called  me  a  penwiper 
once  ! 

HENRI.  Will  not  the  lovely  maid  sing  to  us  ? 

SUSANNAH.   I  say  !  d'ye  mean  me  ? 

HENRI.  Yes,  lofely  one,  I  do. 

SUSANNAH.  Well,  I  don't  sing,  but  they  used  to  say  I 
recited  very  nice  at  'ome. 

TOM  (aside).  Oh,  lawks  !     Now  we're  in  for  it  ! 
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(SusiE  recites  with  much  emphasis  and  fervour  in 
the  wrong  places  ;  takes  up  what  she  thinks  is 
a  very  dramatic  pose.) 

The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck, 

And  it  was  the  schooner  "  Hesperus "  that  sailed  the 

wintry  sea. 
If  you're  waking,  call  me  early,  call  me  early,  mother 

dear. 

"  To  be  or  not  to  be,"  said  he  to  himself,  said  he. 
And  as  he  walked  the  quarter-deck 
Came  young  Lochinvar  from  out  of  the  west. 
"  I  fear  no  foe  in  shining  armour,"  he  said, 
"  For  I  did  look  on  great  Orion  sloping  slowly  to  the 

west." 

It  was  the  time  when  lilies  blow. 
Elaine,  the  Lily  maid  of  Astolat, 

Leaving  her  household  and  good  father,  climbed 
Upon  the  burning  deck  and  down  she  sat. 
They  buried  him  darkly  at  dead  of  night 

By  Iser  rolling  rapidly, 
But  Elaine  was  no  longer  "  merry  and  bright." 

So  ends  this  story — vapidly. 

HENRI.  Zat  was  a  treat ! 
SUSANNAH  (aside).  That  is  the  one  to  charm. 
SANDY.  Can't  we  dance  the  noo  ?     The  old  man  shall 
dance  !     Come  on  ! 
WILHELM.  Yes,  yes  !     Dance,  mein  Herr,  dance  ! 

(The  Brigands  beat  their  weapons  on  the  floor 
and  make  the  old  COLONEL  dance.  He  yells  and 
groans  amidst  laughter.  SUSANNAH  and  TOM 
converse  aside.) 

IVAN.  Now,  men,  that's  enough.     We  must  off  to  our 
evening  work.    There's  food  to  be  got,  and  we  may 
chance  on  a  Lunn  party.     You  never  know  ! 
HENRI.  To  the  chase — the  chase  ! 
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(They  all  go  off.    SUSANNAH  and  HENRI  are  left 
at  opposite  ends  of  the  stage.    COLONEL  and 
TOM  go  off  the  opposite  way.) 
HENRI  (aside).  Zat  is  ze  maid  for  me. 

SUSANNAH  (aside).  That's  the  chap  for  I ! 

HENRI.  May  I  whisper  gaily  in  thy  ear,  sweet  maid  ? 

SUSANNAH.    Whisper    where   you    list,    my    gallant 
Napoleon. 

HENRI.  Shall  we  recline  upon  this  mossy  bank  awhile  ? 

SUSANNAH.  And  while  away  the  time  ?     We  will. 

HENRI  (aside).  How   melodiously   she   speaks !     (To 
her)  Thy  words  fall  on  my  ears  like — er 

SUSANNAH.  Beetles  ! 

HENRI.  Oh !  (Rises  quickly.)  Where  ?  where  ? 
(Bustles  wildly  round.) 

SUSANNAH.  Ha,  ha  !     I  wish  it  was  the  first  of  April. 

HENRI.  And  why  do  you  wish  it  was  the  first  of  April  ? 

SUSANNAH.  Oh,  you  know.  In  the  spring  a  young 
man's  fancy  lightly  turns  to  thoughts  of 

HENRI.  Cricket  ? 

SUSANNAH.  No,  my  bonny  boy — love. 

HENRI  (aside).  Can  it  be  that  she  really  likes  me? 
Oh,  c'est  bon  ! 

SUSANNAH  (quickly).  What  ? 

HENRI.  Oh,  nothing  ! 

SUSANNAH  (aside).  Well,  I  thought  he'd  take  that  hint. 

HENRI.  Can  it  be  that  you  care  for  me  ? 

SUSANNAH  (aside).  Down,  little  fluttering  heart  1 
Pitter-pat,  not  so  !  (To  him)  Isn't  this  rather  sudden, 
Mr. — Mr. I  forget  your  name  ? 

HENRI  (with  exaggerated  bow).  Henri  Jardiniere. 

SUSANNAH.  Well,  Mr.  Hungry  Gardenchair 

HENRI.  No,  no  !    Zat  is  wrong  !    Zat  is  not  right  ! 
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SUSANNAH.  Orlright — don't  get  huffy  !  I  don't  know 
any  Greek. 

HENRI.  Henri — call  me  Henri. 

SUSANNAH.  Call  me — Christabel !  (Aside)  Any  old 
name  will  do.  (To  him)  If  you  really  care  for  me,  I 
should  like  to  know  summut  of  your  past  life.  Have 
you  ever  loved  before  ? 

HENRI.  But  once.     'Twas  a  passing  fancy  ! 

SUSANNAH.  Was  she  as  lovely  as — as  I  am  ? 

HENRI.  Oh  no.  She  was  fair.  Yes,  but  she  was  six 
foot  four  inches  !  Too  much  for  me.  I  aspired  too  high. 
Will  you,  then,  be  mine,  or  would  you  rather  not,  or 
what? 

SUSANNAH.  I  fear  that  since  I  have  heard  your  con- 
fession I  cannot. 

HENRI  (flying  into  a  rage).  It  is  always  ze  same  with 
your  sex  !  Good-bye,  then,  for  ever.  I  hate  you !  I 
loathe  you  !  I  hate  you  !  (Dancing  with  fury.) 

SUSANNAH  (calmly).  Good-bye.    Mind  the  step. 

HENRI.  You  jeer — you  jeer,  do  you  ?  I  don't  care. 
I  hate  you — I  abominate  you. 

SUSANNAH  (very  cool).  Lovely  weather  for  the 
geraniums  ! 

HENRI.  Good-bye,  you  cruel  —  you  unkind  —  you 
viperous  maiden — you  !  [Exit  HENRI  furiously. 

SUSANNAH  (rising  and  shouting  off).  Good-bye  !  Don't 
forget  your  jersey  and  little  coat !  Ha,  ha  !  What  a 
rage !  Still,  our  plans  are  no  forwarder.  Colonel ! 
Tom ! 

Enter  TOM  and  COLONEL. 

TOM.  What  luck  ! 

SUSANNAH.  No  good.     He's  too  fiery  to  be  any  use. 
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Colonel,  you  must  do  your  part.     Come,  Tom  !     The 
Chief's  daughter  said  she'd  be  coming  along  soon. 

COLONEL.  Oh,  don't  leave  me  I 

TOM.  Come,  father,  be  brave  !  Think  of  your  fate  if 
you  don't  bring  it  off. 

COLONEL.  Oh,  don't,  don't !  (Exeunt  SUSIE  and 
TOM  laughing.)  Oh  dear  !  Now  I'm  in  for  it.  I  wish 
she'd  hurry  up  and  get  it  over.  What  would  my 
old  friends  in  the  regiment  say  if  they  could  see  me 
now  ? 

EVALINA  overhears  this  and  enters  quickly. 

EVALINA.  They  say  you  are  a  fine  old  soldier  yet. 

COLONEL.  Ah  !  there  you  are.  (Aside)  Now  for  it ! 
Er — er — won't  you  sit  down  ? 

EVALINA.  I  fear  the  seating  accommodation  is  bad, 
but,  to  oblige  an  old  soldier 

COLONEL.  Well,  an  old  campaigner  like  myself  does 
not  mind  roughing  it.  Why,  in  the  Punjab  once  I 
fought  a  tribe  of  Indians  and  a  tiger  single-handed. 

EVALINA.  Oh,  how  brave  you  must  be  ! 

COLONEL.  I  am.  And  did  I  ever  tell  you  how  I  held 
a  stockade  in  Baluchistan  against  a  ravening  horde  of 
savages  ? 

EVALINA.  No.    What  happened  ? 

COLONEL  (lightly).  Oh,  I  beat  them  off  pretty  easily ! 
Now  you  know  the  sort  of  man  I  am.  Is  it  not  a  shame 
that  I  should  be  drowned — butchered  to  make  a  Bo- 
hemian holiday  ? 

EVALINA.  Oh,  Colonel ! 

COLONEL  (tenderly) .  Call  me  Augustus. 
EVALINA.  Oh,  Augustus  !     Such  men  as  you  thrill  my 
heart.     I  could  love  a  gallant  fighter. 
COLONEL.  Do,   then  !     Little  Evalina,   I   love  you  ! 
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Come  to  England  with  me  and  be  the  regimental 
pet! 

EVALINA.  We  must  persuade  my  father. 

COLONEL.  You  can  easily  do  that.  Good,  good  !  I 
am  saved — saved !  You  must  choose  your  oppor- 
tunity. I  believe  it  is  the  custom  in  this  country  for 
the  victim  to  make  his  own  funeral  oration.  I'll  talk 
as  long  as  I  can,  and  then,  when  they  get  impatient 

EVALINA.  I'll  claim  you  to  be  my  husband  ! 

COLONEL.  Exactly. 

Re-enter  TOM  and  SUSANNAH. 

TOM.  They  are  coming  !     Quick  ! 

EVALINA.  I  must  fly,  dear.  [Runs  off. 

COLONEL.  Success,  Susie  ! 

SUSANNAH.  Well  done,  Colonel ! 

TOM.  Hurrah  !     Keep  it  dark  at  present. 

Re-enter  Brigands  carrying  a  "  bag  of  various  "  and  a 
small  tub  labelled  "  Malmesley  Wine — Cook's  Best." 
Form  semicircle.  COLONEL  c.,  TOM  and  SUSANNAH 
L.,  IVAN  R. 

IVAN.  Gentlemen  of  the  Bohemian  Light  Infantry, 
the  glad  moment  has  arrived.  (Cheers.) 

SUSANNAH  (to  COLONEL.)  When  you  talk,  keep  it 
going  as  long  as  you  can. 

IVAN.  The  time  has  almost  come  for  our  victim  to 
meet  his  doom,  as  you  know  he  cannot  pay  a  ransom. 
(Groans  from  Brigands.) 

TOM.  Go  it,  Lloyd  George  ! 

IVAN.  It  is  therefore  decreed  by  By-law  21  that  he 
be  drowned  in  this  butt  of  Malmsey  wine. 

COLONEL.  I  protest !    This  is  cooking  wine  ! 
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IVAN.  It  is  directly  descended  from  the  butt  in  which 
the  Duke  of  Clarence  was  drowned.  Before  the  happy 
event  the  victim  is  allowed  by  By-law  23  to  make  an 
anti-funeral  oration. 

SUSANNAH  (aside).  Now,  then,  keep  it  going.  Be  as 
long-winded  as  you  can. 

COLONEL.  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  to  be  or  not  to  be 
is  now  the  exciting  question — whether  'tis  nobler  in 
the  heart  to  suffer  the  cold  and  steely  blade  of  stiletto, 
or  take  the  plunge  into  a  sea  of  Malmsey,  and  by  a  high- 
dive  end  it.  Comrades,  tarry  here  a  little,  while  as  yet 
'tis  early  morn. 

SUSANNAH  (aside).  Keep  it  going,  gallant  Colonel ! 
That's  the  way  to  bluff  till  dawn. 

COLONEL.  Many  a  night  I  saw  the  Pleiads  rising 
through  the  mellow  shade 

TOM  (aside).  Go  it,  father  !  Chatter  boldly  !  Very 
soon  we'll  make  our  raid. 

IVAN  (to  SANDY).  What's  the  feller  talking  about  ? 

SANDY.  It's  me  belief  he's  trying  to  gain  time. 

IVAN.  Switch  off,  Colonel.  Have  you  any  reason 
why  the  sentence  should  not  be  passed  on  you  ? 

COLONEL.  Yes,  I  have. 

ALL.  And  that  reason  is  ? 

E VALIN A  (entering  quickly) .  Me  ! 

ALL.  You  ! 

EVALINA.  Yes;  this  is  my  affianced  husband.  Father, 
he  loves  me  devotedly,  don't  you,  Augustus  ? 

COLONEL.  Indeed  I  do.  Your  daughter  has  promised 
to  share  my  career.  I  am  hers  till  death. 

SUSANNAH  (aside).  Augustus,  indeed  !     My  word  ! 

TOM.  Well,  I  never  did  ! 

IVAN.  H'm  !     I  suppose  I  must,  but  only  on  one  con- 


no  THE  MAGIC  CIGAR 

dition,  which  is  this,  that  Susannah  agrees  to  stay  here 
and  occupy  her  place  in  the  post  of  matron  to  the  band. 
She  will  have  to  dose  us  all,  and  see  to  our  general 
health  and  comfort. 

SUSANNAH.  I  agree.  I  shall  reform  you  all  soon  and 
show  you  that  I  am  more  capable  of  voting'  than 
yourselves. 

(During  this  time  TOM  and  COLONEL  have  been 
creeping  round  and  collected  all  the  arms  of  the 
Brigands,  who  have  been  listening  eagerly  to 
the  talk.) 

COLONEL.  Hands  up,  all  of  you  ! 
TOM.  Aha !     Caught    them  !     (Sensation.)     You    are 
unarmed  ! 

ALL.  Confound  !     We  are. 

COLONEL.  Good  !  It  is  now  my  business  to  dictate 
the  terms.  Evalina,  come  to  our  side.  Now  then, 
sir,  will  you  let  us  go  ?  If  you  don't,  piff  go  your 
brains. 

IVAN.  We  must  submit.     You  shall  go  free. 
COLONEL  AND  TOM.  Hurrah  !     Susie,  do  you  remain 
here  ? 

SUSANNAH.  I  do.    There's  work  for  me  to  do. 
COLONEL.  Come,  Evalina.     But  let's  have  a  toast  of 
Malmesey  wine  before  we  all  part.     Tom,   you  shall 
have  your  wish,  and  go  to  Summer  Fields,  as  I  promised. 
(ToM  cheers.)     To  our  next  merry  meeting  ! 
ALL.  To  our  next  merry  meeting  ! 

(COLONEL,  TOM,  and  EVALINA  facing  Brigands, 
and  SUSANNAH  as  they  sing,  "  We  don't  sup- 
pose they'll  do  it  again  for  months  and  months 
and  months.") 

CURTAIN. 
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FINALE:  "  MONTHS  AND  MONTHS  AND  MONTHS." 

ALL  (pointing  at  COLONEL): 

We  don't  suppose  hejlljdo  it  again 

For  months  and  months  and  months. 
j,^|  Iseen  enough  of  the  brigand  reign 

To  last  for  months  and  months  ! 
But  all  has  turned  out  happily  as  far  as  we  can  see ; 
Both  brigands  and  the  Colonel's  crew  are  joyful  as 
can  be. 

Refrain. 

And  we  don't  suppose  he'lH  .      ' 

j,jj    Vcome  again 

For  years  and  years  and  years. 

When  once  he's  in  his  happy  home, 

Away  from  swords  and  spears: 
And  when  he  lights  his  next  Havannah 

'Twill  be  without  Susannah  ! 
And  I  doubt  if  he  tries  the  Magic  Box 

For  years  and  years  and  years ! 

(At  end  of  the  verse  the  refrain  is  repeated  on  the 
piano,  while  a  general  leave-taking  ensues. 
Each  shakes  the  other's  hands.  COLONEL'S 
Party  withdraws  to  back  and  exit,  leaving 
Brigand  band  drawn  up,  back  to  audience,  still 
humming  softly, as  curtain  slowly  falls.) 

(A  Iternative  ending  :  The  group  in  a  semicircle  sing- 
ing the  Finale  over  the  footlights ;  glasses 
raised.) 
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